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PREFACE. 



As my name has never before appeared on a title- 
page, and as I am totally unknown beyond my own 
vicinity, it will probably be expected that I should 
give some account of myself on ushering the present 
volume into the world. 

Be it known, then, that I have no advantage of 
birth, fortune, or station, to recommend my work. I 
cannot even boast of a classical education. My situa- 
tion is that of a stipendiary clerk in an attorney's office. 
This ^vocation I have followed from boyhood, and^ 
shall probably follow to the end of my life, which has' 
past its meridian. * 

Towards the close of the year 1834 I committed my 
first literary sin, by publishing a bagatelle volume, 
under the title of " Recreations in Rhyme, by a Cor- 
nabian." In the spring and summer of the last year 
I began and completed " The Ocean," on which I 
launched without a compass or a star to guide me, and 
"not knowing whither I should be driven. My frail 
bark had been some time on the waters before I formed 
the resolution of circumnavigating the globe ; the 
details of which enterprise occupy the whole of the 
last four cantos. This will account for the irregularity 
of my plan ; which, in a subject of this nature, 1 trust 
will n£t be deemed a very heinous heresy, nor subject 
me to the penalty of immolation on the altar of 
Criticism. 

Whether my mind is poetically molded, or not, I 
must leave the worU to decide. This, however, I may 



be allowed to say : that no poet, nor pretender to poetic 
inspiration, was ever a more enthusiastic admirer than 
I am of all that is great, — all that is beautiful, — in 
both nature and art. Although I am ever enveloped 
in the smoke of a town ; although I have never been 
negligent of the duties of my station ; and although 
my pen has, professionally, fertilized as many acres of 
paper and parchment as that of most of my fraternity ; 
yet I cannot restrain my mind from occasionally taking 
wing, and I am* at the same time, ranging unconfined 
amidst the hills and valleys, by " the still waters," 
and through " the green pastures/' the gardens, 
woods and wilds of my native land, and the more mag- 
nificent scenes of other regions. This has been my 
taste from childhood ; and it seems to have " grown 
Avith my growth and strengthened with my strength ;" 
although my, predilection has never been gratified, 
except by a short annual, ^or less frequent, migration 
to the country, where I find myself in my own delight- 
ful element. 

The circulation of the present edition (containing 
only 300 copies) must necessarily be confined to the 
place of its publication. I own I should be glad (like 
an ambitious actor) to make my appearance before a 
London audience; but, having no one to introduce" 
me, and not having the means of self- introduction, ^1 
almost despair of that honour. 

The Notes to " The Ocean" are derived from jjarious 
well known sources ; and, if the selection is jujlicious, 
this is all the merit I can claim with regard tj-fhem. 



THE AlWfHOR. 



Devonport, Apnt, 1837. 
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THE OCEAN. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



As one whose cheek no sea-breeze ever fanned, 
But who resolves to quit his father-land, 
With faltering step, the vessel's deck ascends, 
And on her destined course his vision bends, 
While his heart throbs with fears unfelt before, 
At the drear prospect and the surges' roar : 
So I, irresolute and half dismayed, 
To stop ashamed, to venture yet afraid, 
With many a wistful look my path survey, 
Till to the Ocean I am borne away. * 

Nature, in all her operations great, 
O'er the wild waters reigns in awful state. 
The sun, the stars, may boast their magnitude, 
But when by man their distant orbs are viewed, 
O ! how diminished each stupendous sphere 
Seems through the medium of earth's atmosphere ! 
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And, though by figures we express their size, 
'Tis veiled for ever from all human eyes. 
Not so the Ocean ; boundless though it be, 
Each child of earth its vast expanse may see ; 
See when it slumbers on its oozy bed, 
Or when, aroused, it heavenward lifts its head .; 
When the bark proudly o'er its bosom glides, 
Or sinks a wreck beneath its furious tides. 

Who Earth's .abyss with all its waters fed? 
From pole to pole th' amazing stream who led? 
Who peopled all its depths with living swarms* 
In infinite variety of forms ? 
Who fenced with adamant the unwashed land, 
The main's assaults for ever to withstand ? 
The High ani> Lofty One who arched the sky, 
And who inhabiteth Eternity ! 
He moulded in his hand this earthly ball, 
And every element obeyed his call ; 
He bade the hills stand fast, the Ocean flow, 
And heaven's bright host onquenchably to glow ; 
Enveloped Nature in her gorgeous vest, 
And man in Eden placed, to make him blest. 

The human heart the purple flood contains, 
Which, thence meandering through unnumbered veins,. 
Supports and renovates man's general frame, 
And unextinguished keeps the vital flame. 
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What this essential fountain is to man, 
Such is the Ocean in the world's great plan : 
It is, indeed, the life blood of the Earth, 
And has sustained her since her wondrous birth ; 
The rivers and the streams that o'er her glide, 
Are veins from that perennial spring supplied. 
By chemistry divine the waters rise, 
And vapoury islands sail along the skies : 
Urged by the ever-active breath of heaven, 
From land to land those aerial isles are driven. 
The mountain peaks arrest them in their course, 
And to their caves draw each great river's source ; 
Down rush the waters to the thirsting plain, 
And roll impetuous to their parent-main. 
But O ! what scenes along their way surprise ! 
Straight from the barren soil rich harvests rise ; 
Late pining trees with fruits delicious bend, 
From new-sprung flowers perfumes divine ascend ; 
The sandy waste with verdure is adorned, 
And birds now carol who at distance mourned. 
Hence Egypt is with triple harvests blest, 
When bounteous Nile salutes her parching breast ; 
Hence Ganges is adored, and Indians vie, 
In their divinity's embrace to die. 

Such living myriads people every flood, 
That man might thence draw all his needful food ; 
b2 
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And, to the end of time, the boundless store 

Would, undiminished, spread from shore to shore. 

The herring-hordes, descending from the pole, 

Crowd every sea, in many a mighty shoal, 

The Arctic Ocean not affording space, 

For half the swarms of that prolific race. ( l ) 

As moves each mass, the waves a truce proclaim, 

And with bright purple, gold and azure flame : 

Tho' infinite, how small a part are these, 

Of all that tenant the unfathomed seas ! 

Species on species swell the mighty store, 

In number as the sand-grains on the shore ; 

From the huge whale that basks on Greenland's coast, 

Down to the shrimp's minute and scaly host. 

See how th' Almighty scatters all his stores, 
And pours abundance on Earth's thousand shores : 
So should the opulent their treasures use, 
And through the world those gifts of heaven diffuse ; 
Like summer dew or rain their wealth would bless, 
And send them back rich streams of happiness. 
Where Famine and Despair before were seen, 
The gushing eye, the wasted, haggard mien, 
The joys of life, those angels, would appear, 
And wipe from every mourner's cheek the tear. 

The sea by gracious Heaven was not designed 
A gulf impassable by human kind, 
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To render man a stranger to his race, 
And from his heart their brotherhood efface ; 
'Twas made to fertilize the barren soil, 
And bless him with the fruits of all his toil ; 
It was with living aliment supplied, 
To banquet millions with each bounteous tide. 
But man was formed to conquer the abyss, 
And make the riches of all climates his ; 
The means by Nature amply were supplied, 
By which he might to every region glide. 
The ductile waters were with strength endued, 
Upon their waves to bear the buoyant wood, 
With man's incumbent weight, and every store 
To serve his wants when exiled from the shore. 
The powers of Ocean gave the floating mass, 
Through their dominions ready leave to pass. 
The sun, the moon, the stars, the pile surveyed, 
And all, admiring, lent to man their aid ; 
Became his guides throughout the liquid maze, 
And taught him confidence to run his race ; 
The joyful breezes joined the friendly strife, 
And gave the work the energies of life ; — 
Those ceaseless breezes which o'er earth convey, 
With the same breath, the tribute of the sea. 
Thus Nature oft her various triumphs gains 
By the same simple, but resistless, means. 
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But knowledge 13 a tree of tardy growth, 
And man to quit his native region iothe. 
Ages beyond the deluge had rolled on, 
And the wide world was by the world unknown : 
To ford the river, round the shore to creep, 
And steal a glance at the amazing deep, 
The simple raft was formed, the light canoe ; 
Nor further art did Nature's offspring know. 
Our British fathers, when great Caesar came 
To add a laurel to his wreath of fame, 
Opposed th' invader on their native seas, 
In rude round ships, which wooed the fickle breeze 
With leathern sails, the spoils of shaggy beasts, 
Whose carcases had formed their joyous feasts. 
But long ere Caesar lived, or Rome had birth, 
Ships from Phoenician ports had issued forth, (2) 
Of graceful figure, with the splashing oar 
And canvas spread, with many a costly store. 
To Albion's cliffs their prows were often bent ; 
Not savage war, but commerce, their intent ; 
Commerce, that seeks not fame by shedding blood, 
But in communion of each earthly good 

Then Grecians, Persians, Romans dared the wave, 
And India's wealth to Western Europe gave ; 
But till the suns of Persia, Greece and Rome, 
Had set to rise no more, and midnight gloom 
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Had canopied the Earth, no daring keel 
Had sought the Ocean's mysteries to reveal ; 
Sought where th' Atlantic and Pacific roil, 
Or Winter sits enthroned on either pole ; 
The Magnet then its mystic power declared, (3) 
And a long train of wonders soon appeared. 
The new found spell, like some magician's wand, 
Transported man to Earth's remotest land. 
An unknown world behold Columbus tread, (*) 
And Lusitania's sons to Indus led. (5) 
See Nunez with his brave, exulting train, (6) 
In adoration view the Southern Main ; 
See Britain's heroes navigate the world, 
And her proud standard in all realms unfurled ; 
Till every peopled, every desert spot, 
Howe'er remote, is to our knowledge brought ; 
Till land to land in fellowship is bound, 
And man is linked to man the earth around. 
Hence to ourselves all nations tribute pay, 
Far as the sun extends the joys of day. 
The gems of India deck our monarch's brow, 
And on sweet woman's form more brightly glow ; 
The much-prized treasure of Peruvian mines, 
Throughout our isle, in rich profusion, shines ; 
The frigid zone its glossy furs bestows, 
And Persia's silk our island-beauties clothes ; 
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From China's plant we draw the balmy lymph 

Whose steaming fragrance glads each lovely nymph ; 

The wines of France supply the sparkliig draught, 

At festive scenes as nectar fondly quaffed ; 

The honied cane flows in from Western Ind, 

And Eastern spices breathe in every wind ; 

In each dessert the fruits of Turkey bloom, 

Whilst her bright carpets decorate each room ; 

The flocks of Spain and Saxony supply 

The robes which screen us from December's sky ; 

And all earth's golden fruits and brilliant flowers 

Enrich our gardens and perfume our bowers. 

All living things their ornaments resign, 

And, to enrich us with their gifts, combine : 

How gaily waves the noble Ostrich plume 

O'er Beauty's brow, within the regal dome ! 

Or on the warrior's helmet, when he rears 

His towering crest amidst the rush of spears ! 

The peaceful Elephant the hilt bestowed 

Of that keen blade which tells a tale of blood ! 

That female form, t' angelic near allied, 

Th' unwieldy Whale with elegance supplied ; 

Her neck's rich circlet, with its rays divine, 

The Oyster formed beneath the ocean-brine ; 

Earth's mountain-steel and ancient forest-stores 

Give arms and fleets to guard our native shores : 
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All Nature's gifts to every region, here, 
In one immense assemblage thus appear. 

But War* as well as Commerce, claims the main, 
And dyes with purple the cerulean plain : 
The firm expanse of Earth will not afford 
Scope for the deeds of his devouring sword. 
The Dragon (fancy-formed) described of yore, 
Is now the terror of the world no more ; 
But War, that greater Dragon, yet survives, 
And preys remorselessly on human lives. 
Winged by the fiend, two rival fleets appear, 
Which all the engines of Destruction bear ; 
Shouts of defiance, as they meet, ascend, 
Unwonted thunders the blue concave rend ; 
Amidst sulphureous wreaths, which fill the air, 
The earth-born lightnings of the conflict glare ; 
The shrieks, the groans, of agony arise, 
Unheard, unpitied, many a victim dies. 
One floating bulwark, shattered by the foe, 
Descends (O horror J) to the gulphs below. 
Entombed alive is many a noble heart, 
Unscathed by hissing shot or murderous dart. 
Seized by the flames another wreck is viewed, 
(A power more dreadful than the yawning flood) 
Masts, canvas, cordage, flaming, downward rush, 
And on the deck the hapless heroes crush. 
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The conquering element pursues its way ; 

No human hand its ravages can stay ; 

All — all who can — its fury to escape. 

Plunge into danger of a milder shape ; 

From this volcano to the sea they leap, 

Tfcere soon to find their last, untroubled sleep. 

The drowning wretches loud for succour cry ; 

The battle rages ; none can aid supply ; 

And now they need it not ; their graves are made, 

And low beneath the billows they are laid. 

The magazine explodes ! and, far in air, 

Smoke, flames, beams, masts, and human limbs appear; 

See the earth shudder at the dreadful sound ! 

And the sea open an abyss profound ! 

But when the sun his glowing course has run, 

The storm of war subsides ; the victory's won ! 

Trie ocean slumbers 'neath the moon's bright veil, 

And scarce a zephyr stirs the drooping sail. 

But those two gallant fleets — how fare they now ? 

Where lifts each leader his undaunted brow ? 

Where bound those hearts which peril could not bend, 

And War's hot thunderbolts alone could rend ? 

Like death-struck swans, the staggering vessels keep 

Their once proud heads scarce o'er the placid deep ; 

Those sons of Glory, who erst led them on, 

Are stretched along the deck, by Death o'erthrown ! 
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And half those hearts, responsive to their call, 
Who shared their glory, also share their fall ; 
Their severed limbs, like branches from the tree 
Wrenched by the blast, lie horrible to see ; 
One sanguine stream their vital currents form. 
And ripple down each vessel's side, yet warm ; 
O'er heaps of slain is chanted one sad dirge, 
Ere o'er them closes the sepulchral surge ; * 

While others, not yet numbered with the dead, 
With lacerated bodies load each bed. 
See the pale captives into dungeons pressed, 
Bereft of all the joys they once possessed : 
Bravely they battled for their country's weal ; 
Tho' foes, they're men ; as men their fate they feel. 
One fatal day their dearest hopes has crossed , 
Their homes, their liberty and glory lost ; 
The sigh, the tear, which woe can not repress, 
Wrung from their inmost souls, their grief confess. 

But see the Victors gain their country's shore, 
Midst loud acclaims, while greeting cannon roar t 
Bells peal their welcome ; bonfires light their way, 
And towns illumed outblaze the beams of day. 
Gazettes (those far-heard clarions of the State) 
Announce, in rapturous tones, the conflict's fate ; 
While tavern-statesmen o'er the wine-cup dwell, 
And, midst loud cheers, the glorious tidings tell. 
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None to the widow's house of mourning go, 
Where, with her own, the orphans' sorrows flow ; 
None to the heart-rent parents' home repair, 
To learn the tidings which are published there ; 
None to the maiden's couch, the doom who weeps 
Of him, her sole-beloved, in death who sleeps ; — 
Where wounds and agony the brave oppress, 
None fly to sympathise in their distress ; 
And no eye pierces where the host of slain 
Glut the dire jaws of monsters of the main. 

War, seen at distance, wears a dazzling guise, 
And with its glory fascinates all eyes ; 
Thus rocks and quicksands lie where Ocean smiles, 
And man is led into Destruction's toils. 

But who the fury of mankind can stay, 
When their souls thirst to mingle in the fray ? 
Can verse the tiger's cruelty restrain ? 
Peaceful will he within his lair remain ? 
Will he no more the traveller's track pursue ? 
Will he resign the prey when full in view ? 
As well might man, when horrid Etna raves, 
And buries cities in her fiery waves ; 
While spires of flame, midst clouds of sulphur, rise, 
And reddened Ocean from her presence flies ; 
When, as on Sodom's and Gomorrah's plain, 
Brimstone and fire descend on Earth like rain ; 
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While the forked lightning round the summit plays, 
And the earth trembles to her solid base ; — 
As well might man, at such an hour, engage 
To quench the mountain-cauldron's foaming rage, 
By pouring on it those soft mimic showers 
With which he irrigates his garden flowers, 
As I to check war's all-consuming* fire 
By the vibrations of my feeble lyre ! 

How many mighty conflicts has the main 
Beheld, indignant, on his boundless plain ! 
How oft, loud pealing, from the wave has come, 
To Earth's high potentates, their final doom ! 

See the proud Persian on his throne of state, (7) 
While fawning parasites his hopes inflate ! 
See him the shore of Attica above, 
Great as on old Olympus thundering Jove, 
With extacy his gaudy fleet survey, 
Secure to make the Grecian host his prey ! 
Paeans and shouts announce the free-born brave ; — 
The Persian myriads find an instant grave ; 
Their ships, unable to sustain the shock, 
Split on the Grecian prows as on a rock ; 
They sink, surrender, or in terror fly, 
And yield the foe an easy victory. 
So should a swarm of Daws, on conquest bent, 
Assail the Eagle in his rock-formed tent, 
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The monarch of the air would scorn the brood, 
And shew them bleeding on the neighbouring flood. 
Dread Marathon had not the tyrant awed ; 
Thermopylae in vain with gore had flowed ; 
But Salamis his desperate course has checked, 
And all his swelling hopes at once are wrecked ; 
Fear lends him wings ; he flies the fatal land , 
His slavish hosts destroyed by Freedom's band ! 
When, at the dawn of Rome's disastrous day, 
The second Caesar sought imperial sway, 
By trampling down th' abettors of his guilt, 
"Who, like himself, had for Ambition spilt 
The noblest blood that flowed in human veins, 
And rivetted more firm their Country's chains ; — 
"When Proteus-Antony, whom Nature sent 
All follies and all crimes to represent, 
Had left the path of carnage, and his arms 
Surrendered to th' Egyptian Wanton's charms ; 
His wily rival roused him from his sleep, 
And led him raging o'er the bounding deep : 
Thus hunters drive the leopard from his lair, 
Ere they transfix him with the .murderous spear. 
On Actium's wave the battle fiercely glows, (8) 
Decreed one base Usurper's reign to close : 
So fierce banditti by each other fall, 
The strongest grasping the united spoil. 
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The hostile legions marshalled on the shore, 
On either host applause alternate pour. 
But who is this, with streamers waving gay, 
That from the scene flies dastardly away ? 
Th' Egyptian sorceress, witness of the strife, y 
No longer dares to risk her baneful life. 
But (O disgrace and infamy !) shall he 
Whose empire is at stake, the conflict flee ? 
Shall he who, for a sceptre, shed tfre blood 
Of virtuous Cicero and all the good, 
Who gave their lives to save the Commonweal ; — 
Shall he his booty.quit and basely steal, 
Led by a harlot, to a distant grave, 
And rot dishonoured like a coward slave ? 
These, O ye Nations ! are the misnamed great y 
Who tread your sacred rights beneath their feet ; 
Such is their righteous doom ! Let History tell 
How stained their souls, and O ! how low they fell- 
When great Elizabeth filled England's throne, 
Wide over land and sea her glories shone. 
Armed in her Subjects* love the Heroine stood, 
And from her bulwark-cliffs the Spaniard viewed, 
Prepared with his Armada to o'erwhelm 
The Ocean- Queen and her beloved realm. 
Una wed she heard the fatal war-blast sound, 
And clouds, with thunder charged, saw hover round. 
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Her shores were guarded by the ardent flame 

Which from her Subjects' glowing bosoms came. 

That conquering flame (invincible indeed) 

O'er all her seas a conflagration spread. 

Proud Philip's fleet, his slaves, his priests, and stores, 

In ruin floated round the frowning shores ; 

While on the Whirlwind's wing gaunt Death pursued, 

And plunged the fugitives beneath the flood. 

Dire Persecution dropped his chains and fled, 

And Freedom — Conscience— raised the drooping 

head. (9) 
Thus Heaven averted from his favoured land, 
The fate prepared by that ferocious band ; 
Preserved a Citadel, where Liberty 
To all the earth her banners should display ; 
Preserved a Temple, where Religion pure, 
Beneath th' Almighty's wing, might dwell secure ; 
Preserved a People, who, at length, should give 
Freedom and Truth Divine to all that live. 

When Gallia's Meteor- Warrior (glory-fired) 
To sway the regions of the East aspired, 
And reared his Eagle on th' Egyptian sand, 
While his fleet anchored near Aboukir's strand, 
Swift o'er the waters, to assail him, flew 
Immortal Nelson with his dauntless crew. 
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Soon Nile, appalled, beholds the dreadful fight ; (10) 

Unwonted shades invest the throne of Night, 

Black as when Heaven chaotic darkness sent, 

And Egypt's Tyrant would not yet repent. 

Silence awhile pervades the solemn scene, 

As if o'er all Sleep held his sway serene. 

At once, it seems as if within the bay 

The bottomless abyss of torment lay : 

Its penal fires, its pitchy clouds arise, 

Its vengeful thunders roll along the skies ; 

The bitter voice of Agony is there, 

As in the lake of Anguish and Despair. 

Another sight survey ; — the flames enfold 00 

That gallant Ship ; — now stand aghast the bold ; 

Rosetta's distant towers the beams display ; 

O'er Egypt glares a short terrific day. . *»• 

Hear that explosion ! See ! the ship is blown, 

And, in mid-air, from out the waters thrown :, 

The Pyramids, those Ancients of the Nile, 

That bore the blasts of ages, now recoil ; 

The Pbaroahs and the Ptolemies awake, 

Roused by the thunders which their guardians shake, 

And Egypt quakes, as if within her bound 

Th' Archangel's trumpet were about to sound. 

Thus Nelson ever battled, — and prevailed ; — 

Britain in him her first of heroes hailed. 
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His name alone was dreaded as a host, 

And the foe fled from every sea be crost : 

As from the Angel of Destruction, they 

In terror from his presence shrank away. 

Aboukir's fight exalted England's fame, 

And her arch-foe o'erwhelmed with grief and shame. 

Again the Thunderer cleaves his native main, 
And, at Trafalgar, crushes France and Spain : 
A more than hurricane is on his breath, 
Which desolation pours around and death ; 
But Death, the traitor ! who assailed the foe, 
Pierces the bosom of the Conqueror too. 
The glittering honours on his breast displayed, 
The arrow's mission to his brave heart aid. 
But Victory all the heroes anguish charms, 
And his glad soul escapes within her arms. 
Each eye for him a sacred tear contains ; 
Embalmed in every heart his form remains ; 
The pen of History were superfluous here ; 
Fame to all ages will hia deeds declare. 

Behold a British Port ! Behold the means 
By which Britannia o'er the Ocean reigns S 
Survey the Arsenal, where whole forests lie, 
Whose tops late rustled in some northern sky ! 
The iron of a thousand mines here view, 
And hemp which in ten thousand fields once grew ! 
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The embryo of the future Ship survey ! 
What crowds of artisans upon it lay 
Their parent hands ! The perfect Ship appears, 
And the proportions of a giant bears* 
With all a beauty's symmetry and grace, 
Prepared the world in arms, at onCe, to face. 
Go to the Forge and see, with dread surprise, 
Forth from the flames her ponderous anchors rise ; 
Hear how the furnace roars, the anvils sound, 
While Valcans stand in perspiration drowned ! 
With Pity's eye their slave-like toil regard, 
And think how insufficient the reward 
Which they obtain for health and life thus spent ; 
Think, too, how oft thy countrymen are sent, 
(Who labour thus throughout the tedious year) 
To eat, in age, the coarse and stinted fare 
By hard laws offered to the famished men, 
By whom the world the sweets of life obtain. 
O ! 'tis a stigma on our land, to see 
Her worthiest sons consigned to misery ! 

Beneath the hand of Skill how grows the mast, 
That proudly bids defiance to the blast ! 
And how expands the strong, ambitious sail, 
Impatient to receive the ocean-gale ! 
Here all mechanic arts are duly plied, 
As in a city of dimensions wide. 
c2 
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On yonder Wharf are laid the various stores, 
Which the glad ship will bear to distant shores : 
In many a pyramid, in peaceful pride, 
See balls and bombshells lying side by side, 
With guns of all calibers, peaceful too ; 
Of warfare nothing they appear to know. 
Behold the Armoury ! There all arms are placed, 
In bright array, as if to please the taste 
Of some fantastic being, fond of toys, 
Or for th' amusement of gay, beardless boys. 
But wait till the Gazette aloud proclaim 
(What must redound to Britain's warlike fame) 
The next sea-fight, or capture of some town, 
First, by a cannonade, in dust laid down ; 
Those balls, those bombshells, will the victory claim ; 
Those guns, those arms, will ask their share of fame : 
Borne by that virgin- ship against the foe, 
All things they'll dare, and all things overthrow. 

But ships and their equipments are not all ; 
These to the share of any state may fall ; 
'Tis men of might, of courage, and of skill, 
Who must your every floating castle fill ; 
Else will the storm of battle rage in vain ; 
The wreath of Victory you will not obtain. 
Such heroes swarm in each capacious port, 
Danger in all its shapes prepared to court. 
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How many a future Nelson may be there ! 

Such sons will Britain never cease to bear. 

They know their fathers' triumphs on the main, 

And they will not their noble lineage stain ; 

They know their strength, and they will wield it too ; 

Their hearts of oak will bear them conquerors through. 

Their island's charter is by all held dear ; 

Her glorious institutions all revere ; 

It is their boast to bear the British name ; 

It stamps them heirs of everlasting fame ! 

A mighty power to light has lately sprung, 
To ancient bards unknown, and yet unsung, — 
The power of Steam to urge the vessel's course, 
Against the wind and tide's united force, 
With rapid flight, disdainful of control, 
O'er seas, o'er oceans, wheresoe'er they roll, 
And up each rapid river, from the main, 
Until its undiscovered source she gain. 
Immortal Foulton ! take the honour due ; 
This Ocean-conquest was reserved for you ; 
Thy life, thy fortune, on it were consumed, 
And thou, alas ! to indigence wast doomed, 
Who, for thy skill, a palace shouldst have gained, 
And at the world's expense have been maintained. 
The art is in its infancy, 'tis true, 
Yet, like the infant Hercules, we view 
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This conquering power its prodigies display, 

And bear the palm from ancient arts away. 

Kindred, divided by the waves, whose love 

Nor waves, nor mountains interposed, could move, 

Shall not be left, with hope deferred, to grieve ; 

The dear epistle shall their hearts relieve, 

Which the swift ship each month or week shall bring* 

As if borne over on the eagle's wing. 

Proud vessels to remotest lands shall fly, 

And their rude sons with all they need supply, 

In periods briefer than sufficed of yore 

To bear their freights to some adjacent shore. 

To heathen states the Christian shall repair, 

In every bark that sails, and thither bear 

The heavenly seed, which, sown with love and skill, 

Shall, with its fruit, the pining savage fill. 

Thus, in one century, may as much be done, 

As in a thousand years in ages gone. 

Britain ! the empire of the waves is thine, 
And thy proud trident may'st thou ne'er resign ! 
But use it nobly, as becomes the great ; 
Use it through all the earth to circulate 
Those gifts by Heaven confided to thy hand ; 
Waft, quickly waft, to every distant land, 
Where Ignorance and Cruelty remain, 
Where Superstition holds her gloomy reign, 
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And where the Slave endures the torturing chain ; 

Waft, thither waft, the blessings thou hold'st dear ; 

Let true Religion on each shore appear ; 

The Cross her standard, but nor spear nor sword 

Does she require, — her weapon Heaven's own Word. 

The savage she reclaims, the slave sets free, 

And wastes the temples of Idolatry. 

Send Knowledge and the arts of civil life, 

Send Peace to sway the lands usurped by Strife ; 

Bid Freedom's reign o'er all the world extend, 

And grim Oppression to her sceptre bend : 

So shall thy wave-supported throne endure, 

With glory decked, till time shall be no more. 
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Behold that fearless missionary train, 
Led by their Saviour, dare the raging main ; 
Through perils and through death prepared to go, 
To rescue man from his eternal foe. 
O ! what a mighty sacrifice ye make, 
Soldiers of Christ ! for your great Captain's sake. 
Britain, in vain, her Eden scenes expands, 
To wean your souls from distant, barbarous lands. 
I see her lead you to some mountain's height, 
And all her charms reveal to your rapt sight. 
" Behold ! " she cries, '• those plains with harvests 

waving, 
And countless streams bright daisied meadows laving ; 
On every hedge O what a varied show ! 
What odours breathe, what tints divinely glow ! 
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The snowy hawthorn, aromatic briar, 
Primroses meek, wild roses which aspire ; 
The honeysuckle exquisitely sweet, 
Which yields the bee her most nectareous treat ; 
The modest violet, and each flowret gay 
Which village beauties on their brows display, 
When blithely tripping on their bridal day. 
In those sweet groves, the melodists of air 
For strains of happier worlds the soul prepare. 
See, see those cottages in every vale, 
Where Love and Joy the toiling peasant hail ! 
The vine clings fondly to each rural shed, 
And o'er the roof the purple clusters spread ; 
Around appears no barrenness, no waste, 
But Nature smiling on her handmaid Taste : 
There fruits and flowers, the boast of every shore, 
Delight and plenty on their guardian pour ; 
Within, his nuptial partner plies the wheel, 
Or for her love prepares the grateful meal ; 
Or, sweetly smiling, soothes and lulls to rest 
The cherub-innocent upon her breast. 
The roving bees, without, their spoil pursue, 
And to their camp bear off the nectared dew. 
The laughing children, sporting round the dome, 
With shouts proclaim their father hasting home, 
And fly to greet him with so swift a pace, 
The eager dog is baffled in the race. 
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Hear you those village bells— how sweet they peal ? 

Does not each nerve their thrilling influence feel ? 

Can you forget the holy fane where you, 

In early bloom, imbibed celestial dew ? 

Can you forget the sod which wraps the clay 

Of those in whose embrace a babe you lay ? 

The altar where you pledged your soul to one 

Whose eyes with Love's expression brightly shone ? 

And, more than all, forget her sepulchre ? 

There cease to plant the flower and drop the tear ? 

What distant land can match my favourite isle ? 

What other landscapes wear so glad a smile ? 

What gift could Nature on it lavish more ? 

What trophies has not Art spread round my shore ? 

The mouldering castle owns the reign of Peace ; 

Here temples rise, there roll the subject seas. 

What noblest cities can with mine compare, 

Present or past, in either hemisphere ? 

Flocks on my ever- verdant pastures swarm ; 

No beasts of prey their tranquil breasts alarm ; 

With rubies laden though the traveller go, 

No ruffian aims at him the deadly blow ; 

War rolls not hither his ensanguined car ; 

No blood-drained slave weeps o'er his unbound scar ; 

No titled plunderers here the law defy ; 

None here, in vain, to Heaven for justice cry. 
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Preferment, honours, riches, court your stay ; 

To these I leave an ever-open way ; 

And can you still resolve from me to roam, 

And leave the joys which crown your island- home r " 

The beauteous siren lifts her voice in vain ; 
The sacred band embark and plough the main. 
It is no earthly prize that leads them on ; 
Not glory which in blood-dyed fields is won ; 
Nor Commerce* glittering bribes, nor princely state, 
Nor halls of luxury where slaves await. 
Ah no ! their Chieftain wore the crown of thorns ; 
No other crown his soldiers' brow adorns ; 
No place had he to lay his blessed head ; 
Shall they demand the sumptuous, downy bed ? 
He washed his followers' feet ; shall they disdain, 
At his behest, to cleanse the Pagan's stain ? 
The Star of Bethlehem, beaming from afar, 
They hail more gladly than the polar star. 
The sign the Roman saw, they see in air, O) 
And " By this conquer ! " still emblazoned there. 
Their glowing thoughts they turn to ages past, 
And to the waves all their misgivings cast. 
Olympian Jupiter no more appears, 
Whose thundering arm for ages shook the spheres : 
He, with the group who claimed heaven, earth, and hell, 
And Greek and Roman awed, expiring fell. 
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The various gods of Egypt are undone ; 
Osiris, Isis, and their valiant son ; 
Typhon and B|epthys, parents of all ill, 
Serapis, Amnion, and the host who fill 
The legends of that venerable land, — 
All, all have fallen beneath Messiah's hand. 
The sacred Bull, the Meraphian fane who trod, 
Led from his pasture tc* become a god ; 
The poisonous Asp in holiest temples laid, 
And hissing Serpents with confections fed ; 
The Crocodile, whom mothers saw destroy 
Their smiling babes, and danced with horrid joy ; 
The breathless Cat bewailed with grief sincere, 
Embalmed and honoured with the funeral bier ; — 
All these and others adoration drew, 
And death was his one sacred thing who slew. 
Ye gods of Egypt 1 wretched is your doom ; 
No temple now is yours, no sculptured tomb : 
Cats, monkeys, crocodiles, how great your fall ! 
Man, impious man, deride3 and spurns you all. 

Where now is Odin, terrible in war 1 (2) 
Frea his queen ? Their Son, the storm-prince Thor ? 
Where is Valhalla ? Where the heroes slain, 
Who, with their god, in heavenly Asgard reign? 
Blessed with the chase by day, the feast at night, 
And amber ale to perfect their delight : 
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Each goblet (once a foeman's skull) how sweet ! 
What other heaven for such brave souls were meet ? 
Their enemies, meanwhile, condemned t? dwell 
Beneath the North Pole, in then? frozen hell. 
But Odin's thirst demanded human blood ; 
His priests, each month, regaled him with a flood, 
And, in the victims' quivering entrails, read 
Their god's decrees, which joy inspired or dread. 

But, Mexico ! what horrors hast thou seen 
Beneath thy cruel god Mexitli's reign ! 
Each year saw twenty thousand victims bleed 
Upon the altar of his Pyramid ; 
Each throbbing heart drawn reeking from the breast, 
Ere yet the shuddering soul had sought its rest ; 
Each body cast to earth, a worthless clod, 
Unfit to feast the heart-devouring god. 
Sure Satan thought the New World wholly his, 
And there established his metropolis I 

But Mexico and Scandinavia too 
Beheld the day when ceased their blood to flow ; 
The flag of heaven was on their shores unfurled, 
And all their demons to perdition hurled. 

Peruvia saw a brighter Sun arise, 
Than that whose radiant car rolled through her skies ; 
Her sons no more adored created light ; 
The ray divine dispelled their moral night. • 
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Thus meditate the wanderers of the deep, 
As o'er the billows they^ exulting sweep ; 
Till, disentrancfed, the scenes around invite 
Their earnest gaze, aliew, stupendous sight. 
Who shall declare mid-ocean's majesty, • 

Sublime and boundless as eternity ; 
Above, the cloudless canopy of blue, 
Beneath, around, the water's dark-green hue. 
All land has vanished ; no firm spot remains, 
Except the plank which now their feet sustains ; 
The human race seem dwindled to the few 
Who, in that ark, the heavenly image shew. 
No solid sphere, save yon far-beaming sun, 
Seems now to roll beneath th' Eternal's throne. 
But O ! how gladdening to their anxious sight 
Is that august, resplendent Prince of Light. 
When on the world of waters they are thrown, 
And each long-cherished object is withdrawn, 
He still attends and guides them on their way, 
He cheers their souls with his inspiring ray ; 
In him they view a loved, familiar friend, 
Who will not quit them, wheresoe'er they bend. 
Terror and Desolation fly his beam, 
And on the swift-winged bark his glories stream. 
Th' Omniscient thus the human race befriends, 
And through the maze of life their steps attends ; 
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He whispers to each heart : •• Be not dismayed ; 
In every peril I am near to aid ! " 

Ocean and Heaven, at distance, seem to meet, 
And form an amphitheatre complete : 
Swift as the gale altho' the vessel fly, 
To that vast circling line she draws not nigh : 
Fixed to a central point, she cannot thence 
Draw one pace nearer the circumference. 
O ! what a host of dangers on her wait, 
The ever- watchful ministers of Fate : 
One treacherous plank, at once, her doom would seal ; 
One erring spark of fire destruction deal ; 
Th* assassin-rock might strike the deadly blow, 
Itself concealed the smooth green wave below. 
Through ever-hostile realms she ploughs her way ; 
A thousand dreadful foes her course belay : 
The brilliant azure of the tropic sky 
Bears one faint speck, which scarcely strikes the eye ; 
Yet, tho' minute as evils in their birth, 
It bears a tempest ready to rush forth. 
And now the air with fearful signals lowers, 
And round the bark its fierce battalions pours ; 
The whole artillery of heaven is plied ; 
So loud the crash, it threatens to divide 
The world's firm globe ; the wide-spread lightnings seem 
As if all earth's volcanoes lent their flame ; 
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Of rain descends so terrible a flood, 
The ancient Deluge here appears renewed. 
Against the ship the waves in thunder break ; 
See how she shudders ! Hear her firm joints creak 1 
The daring billows proudly walk her deck ; 
The blustering winds her masts and rigging wreck ; 
Now, by the waves upborne, the clouds she rides ; 
Now, to engulph her, part the furious tides ; 
Headlong she plunges where, in coral bowers, 
The ocean Genii spend their festive hours ; 
Then, like a giant in the pangs of death, 
Bent on one effort to recruit his breath, 
Again she rises with a desperate leap, 
Bursts through her foes and once more treads the deep. 
At length the elemental war subsides, 
And on her peaceful way she swiftly rides ; 
In glory rides ; triumphal arches rise, 
Propped on the main, their summits in the skies. 
What hand has snatched from every Indian mine, 
The varied gems which form those bows divine ? 
There sparkle, as in temples of the East, 
The ruby, topaz, emerald, amethyst 
And sapphire, all in lucid order set ; 
A lovelier group on this side heaven ne'er met. 
The dancing waves their milky plumes display, 
Like sea-nymphs sporting on a summer's day. 
p2 
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As from his throne of gold the sun descends, 
And on his western couch his care suspends, 
His dazzling form in loveliness he shrouds, 
Magnificently curtained by the clouds, 
Which mock the imitative toils of Art, 
That scarce the faintest shadow can impart 
Of their illumined dyes ; — the glowing red, 
Yellow and violet o'er th' horizon spread, 
In contrast with the firmament's bright blue, 
While all are mirrored in the waves below : 
And, as the beams of twilight fade away, 
The lambent lightnings in the distance play, 
And guard their monarch's couch ; while errant stars, 
.Or seraphs in that guise, in shining cars, 
From heaven's high temples, with electric flight, 
Joyful descend and on the Ocean light ; 
And there the stars and constellations now, 
In bright reflection, more intensely glow ; 
As through a sea of gold the vessel flies, 
Or borne on angel-wings through upper skies. 
High in her pearly car chaste Cynthia smiles, 
Who wandering man of sorrow oft beguiles : 
'Twixt him and home though oceans intervene, 
He looks on her and dreams of that blest scene, 
Where, while her beams came streaming from above, 
He, in the myrtle bower, first breathed his love 
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To her whose fate is now entwined with his, 
Who bears his name and shares his woe and bliss. 
Her image, by the artist's pencil traced, 
Enchased with gold and in his bosom placed, 
He now contemplates with a lover's joy : 
There, as a rose-bud, smiles his darling boy. 
Laid on her breast, encircled by her arms, 
And Nature's sacred fire the father warms. 
Then to his eye behold the bright drop start,' 
A jewel from the casket of his heart ; 
And now it falls, and decks the angel-pair, 
With life's bewitching semblance pictured there. 

Now, in his early robes, the sun appears. 
More splendid than an earthly monarch wears 
Upon his coronation morn ; the sky 
Is drest in gilded splendours, which outvie 
All Art and Nature's most resplendent scenes, 
And all creative Fancy ever feigns : 
Mountains and valleys, cities, domes and spires ; 
Volcanoes glowing with illusive fires ; 
Gardens with trees and fruits and flowers of gold ; 
Seas, ships, and palaces of fairy mould, 
With gods and goddesses in bright array, 
Such as on high Olympus once had sway. 

But suns and skies in all their beauty drest, 
And soft-breathed gales, charm not the heart to rest. 
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The main is still a wild, — an awful one ;— 

Time, once so swift, no longer seems to run ; 

Days, weeks, and months, — and yet no change appears ; 

The dwarfish hours are lengthened into years ; 

The very birds that make the sea their home, 

So far from human haunts dare not to roam ; 

Save only one*, who mocks the ooean-blast, 

And rides undaunted on the towering mast* 

The sickness of the soul, that worst of ills, 

Here, with slow poison, its pale victims kills ; 

And, ere one half the lingering voyage is run, 

All, inly withering, wish the haven won. 

The waves, like famished wolves, still bay around j 

The howling winds renew their scaring sound ; 

Man sees Death bending from the angry skies \ 

The deep appears, to his distempered eyes, 

An ever-yawning cemetery, where 

That monster long has fixed his favourite lair j 

A ghastly den, with human bones upreared, 

And with the crimson stream of life besmeared ; 

And every day he feasts on thousands there, 

Whose groans are melody to his pleased ear. 

Though constantly the sea by man is trod, 

It is not there he chooses his abode : 

• The Man-of-War Bird, 
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Repose and Pleasure have no temples where 
Th' unbridled billows hold their mad career. 
He longs for land as sick men long for Health, 
Who, for her smiles, would barter all their wealth. 
'Tis thus, distressed on earth, th 9 imprisoned soul 
Is ever panting for her heavenly goal. 

But now with transport leap the woe-worn band, 
And joyful shouts announce approaching land. 
It is not yet descried ; but, poised in air, 
A thousand minstrels of the groves appear, 
And chant their welcome ; while around are seen 
Trees lately felled, arrayed in living green, 
And other indications which assure 
The tempest-beaten crew their toils are o'er. 
The ray, far-gleaming through the shades of night, 
At length completes their measure of delight 
The morning finds the vessel safely moored, 
And all, once more, to Earth's firm bounds restored. 
Prostrate they fall and kiss the welcome strand, 
Then, in thanksgiving, heavenward lift the hand ; 
While crowds of wild and wondering men draw near, 
To learn the tidings which the strangers bear. 

Such is the path by those full often trod 
Who dedicate their hearts and lives to God : 
O'er every sea, to every land they go, 
Intent to combat his relentless foe ; 
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Whose empire, though diminished, is not lost ; 

Large principalities he yet can boast ; 

But these are now assailed, and shall be won, 

And he from earth, as once from heaven, be thrown. 

The East, where Wisdom, when a child, was nursed ; 
The East, with darkest superstitions cursed, 
Is his strong hold : — Hindostan's temples rise, 
Whose splendid idols brave the outraged skies. 
The golden egg from which great Brahma came, 
Has, from her bards, received eternal fame : 
With half that glittering egg he formed the earth ; 
The other portion gave the heavens their birth. 
Of Vishnu, Siva, he the names assumes : 
As that, he saves ; as this, to ruin dooms. 
To others, numerous as the stars of heaven, 
The honours of divinity are given : 
Apes, oxen, cows, rats, elephants are found, 
In sculptured forms, within the temple's round ; 
As emblems of the powers divine adored, 
With awe approached, for heavenly gifts implored. 
A host of priests at Jaggernaut appear, 
To serve the sable stone-god worshipped there ; 
Two costly diamonds form his sparkling eyes ; 
Vermilion tint his mouth and nose supplies ; 
With shameless figures decked, behold his carl 
The shouts of thousands hail it from afar ; 



canto ii.] THE OCEAN. 41 

There stands the senseless idol ; now along 

The way it pours, regardless of the throng ; 

Flowers carpet all its path ; the song, the dance, 

The acclamation, greet its swift advance : 

The Cyprian Queen had blushed to hear the lays, 

Employed the car-drawn deity to praise. 

But Superstition needs a triumph yet, 

Man's degradation fully to complete : 

See crowds of devotees, with frantic zeal, 

Seek heaven in death beneath the chariot wheel ! 

Crushed by the fatal weight, they groan, they die, 

And others to that post of glory fly ; 

Till, as in fields of combat, heaps of slain, 

In pieces hacked, with blood defile the plain. 

The evil-one himself must here preside ; 

These shouting thousands are with him allied ; 

His horrid carnival it is they keep, 

Whose potions lull Humanity to sleep. 

With flowers en wreathed, why sits that Beauty there, 
With undetected mien, beside a bier ? 
Is it an angel, ready to convey 
To bowers of bliss the soul which warmed that clay 2 
Amid the lilies which those cheeks adorn, 
Play holy smiles, in happier regions born ; 
Ne'er through that placid bosom Sorrow's dart 
Bore wreck and desolation to the heart. 
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O ! can it be she waits the funeral pyre ? 

Is this a widowed victim for the fire ? 

Oh horror, yes ! she now ascends the pile, 

She yet retains her firmness — yet can smile ; 

The relics of her lord she lies beside ; 

The glowing torch is by her hand applied ; 

The pile is fired ; the sable volumes rise, 

The flames burst forth, and plaudits rend the skies ! 

The guilty priests the sacrifice surround ; 

And, should the victim from the altar bound, 

Back to the fire they give its shrieking prey, 

And watch the wretch in smoke dissolve away. 

The Ganges is a god by Brahmins made 
A staunch abettor of their murderous trade ; 
Age, Sickness, Infancy, to him are led, 
And left to perish in his sacred bed. 
Fakirs the tortures of the cursed endure, 
A higher place in heaven to secure ; 
While monkeys find on earth their heaven begun ; (3) 
Whole herds allowed wheree'er they list to run ; 
In streets, in temples, suffered to grimace ; 
Fed, guarded, reverenced, as a godlike race. 
Thus Superstition, in a thousand ways, 
This land of ancient arts and learning sways. 

Now take a picture from another spot, 
Where Glory's trumpet yet has sounded not : 
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And see how similar the human mind 
Among the savage and the most refined, 
Till Heaven, in mercy, sends Religion's ray, 
To show the horrors of their impious way. 

New Zealand's princes privilege the beast, 
And serve the human victim for the feast. 
Foes, stranger and domestic slaves they slay, 
In quarters hew them, and in ovens lay ; 
To fare so sumptuous, their chief men invite, 
And all expect the banquet with delight ; 
With roots well garnished, to the gaudy tent 
The foul repast, at length, is duly sent ! 

The tides of pagan crime and folly flow 
Through lands which form a paradise below ; 
Where men appear so doltish and so fell, 
They scarce deserve in wilds with brutes to dwell ; 
While Mecca's Prophet millions leads astray 
From Truth, from Morals, and the one true Way ; 
Whose sensual Paradise with those is stored, 
Whose actions on the earth should be abhorred. 

But see the slaves of Jaggernaut retire, 
And contrite bend beneath the Christian spire ; 
No more they trust to Ganges' cleansing flood, 
To purify their souls, defiled with blood ; 
No passport they to heaven expect to gain 
By self-infliction of flesh-racking pain ; 
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Faith, Justice, Mercy, there they learn to prize, 
Which give the only title to the skies. 

To Afric's thirsty plains the dews of heaven 
And streams of life are now profusely given : 
Where not a shrub relieved the deadly gloom, 
The" rose of Sharon sheds divine perfume. 

Soon shall America's wild war-dance cease, 
And her fell war-whoop yield to harps of peace. 
Captives shall feel the torturing rack no more, 
Nor cruel victors revel on their gore. 

Pacific isles, for ages hemmed around 
% By billowy walls, through which no hallowed sound 
Had ever pierced, celestial tidings hear ; 
There God's own envoys his commands declare ; 
The souls of pagan hordes with dread are riven, 
Who now first hear the injured laws of heaven ; 
To worship idols, kill and steal they dared. 
They gloried in their crimes, nor vengeance feared ; 
But now they sue for mercy, and obtain ; 
From every act demoniac they abstain ; 
Exchanged is human food for bread divine, 
And human gore for sacramental wine ; 
Their broken hearts alone they sacrifice ; 
For heathen yells, hosannahs grateful rise, 
And Israel's sweet prophetic melodies. 

The Christian soldiers scale the Chinese wall, 
And Fo's unhallowed temples soon shall fall. 
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From Mecca's shrine shall pilgrims turn aside, 
And God to Zion shall their footsteps guide. 

The vine of Israel, by Messiah's hand 
Pruned and made fertile, shall o'er earth expand ; 
Till all mankind are placed beneath its shade, 
And with its soul- restoring clusters fed. 

No land so distant, dreary, or so rude 
As now the view of heaven to exclude : 
Though savage scenes and savage men surround, 
On every shore the Christian fane is found. 
The exile, wandering on a distant coast, 
His native hearth, his country's altars lost, 
Is undelighted, though he feast his eyes 
On birds and fruits and flowers of Paradise ; 
Though golden rivers pour their treasures round ; 
Though costliest gems as pebbles stud the ground ; 
Though gales of incense fan him on his way, 
And Nature her sublimest scenes display. 
But should the music of a Sabbath- bell 
Of some adjacent Sanctuary tell ; 
And should the sacred edifice appear, 
With crowds, in strange attire, assembled there ; 
Thither he flies ; he feels no exile's doom ; 
Imagination bears him straightway home ; * 
He breathes his natal air ; he sees the road, 
In which he walked and communed with his God ! 
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The earth, the ocean, and the heavens reveal 
Beauty, magnificence, unrivalled skill ; 
To Him whose word produced the wondrous whole, 
In adoration they uplift the soul. 
For Nature's altar, yet, should man forego 
The temple's pleasures, soon all sacred awe 
Would vanish from his world-distempered breast ; 
Each serpent-passion there* would lift its crest ; 
No hope of immortality would charm, 
No future retribution would alarm. 
O ! what a bliss with brethren to unite, 
(All earthly phantoms banished from the sight) 
Beneath the roof whose echoes tell alone 
Of things and scenes by God to man made known. 
How spreads the holy flame from heart to heart, 
Consumes its dross, refines the precious part ! 
The blended hymn, the universal prayer, 
The emblems of salvation obvious there, 
Give to the soul a more than mortal flight, 
And pour the joys of heaven upon the sight 
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Imagination ! bear my soul away, 
Outstrip the winds and give me to survey 
Earth's wide circumference, her every shore, 
And let me Ocean's varied scenes explore. 

Towards the pole, through Dover's Strait, I fly : 
On either hand two mighty kingdoms lie ; 
Each parted cliff a giant castle crowns, 
Which on its rival black defiance frowns ; 
And oft it sends its haughty challenge o'er, 
In thunder's accents, to the further shore ; 
While, like a Druid-priest enrobed in white, 
'Twixt hostile hosts preparing for the figh*, 
The Strait pacific stands, as if to stay 
The foes vindictive, burning for the fray. 
By Nature joined once Gaul and Albion stood, 
Held by an isthmus in firm brotherhood, 

E 
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Till the fierce North, with mischievous intent, 

With its rude surge the friendly junction rent : 

Thus man insidious, to obtain his ends, 

Parts and converts to foes the staunchest friends ; 

And, as dissevered friends feel deadliest rage, 

These powers have warred and bled from age to age. 

Albion, from earliest times, enjoyed the smile 
Of Liberty, the goddess of the isle. 
Though oft the land the conqueror's presence knew, 
Nor fleets nor armies freedom could subdue. 
When fuel first is heaped upon the fire, 
The flame, suppressed, seems ready to expire, 
But soon with threefold fury bursts its way, 
And all obstructions but augment its sway. 
So Force the glow of Liberty may hide, 
But soon its new-raised ardour is descried ; 
And all oppressors, baffled in their aim, 
Like stubble perish in the spreading flame. 
Not Romans, Saxons, Danes, nor Normans long 
Could, unrevenged, a free-born people wrong ; 
And even they, familiar with our shore, 
The bonds of vassals could endure no more ; 
But, link by link, they burst the slavish chain, 
The rights of man determined to regain. 
Though Freedom's temple, at the first, was rude, 
Yet proof against hostility it stood. 
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I 

Succeeding ages gave the structure grace, 
Removed each blemish and enlarged its base ; 
On columns of all orders firmly reared, 
In full perfection it, at length, appeared : 
Strength, beauty and utility combined 
To win the admiration of mankind. 
There shone the goddess whose prevailing charms 
In tyrant-bosoms kindled fierce alarms ; 
Thence distant nations caught the righteous zeal 
To dare and suffer for the public weal ; 
The soul and body's thraldom to abjure, 
And for themselves and for their sons secure 
Exemption from the dungeon, axe, and stake, 
Endured for Virtue, Justice, Conscience' sake. 
Thus Freedom triumphed ; Britain's empire grew ; 
Peace, Joy, at home ; Renown abroad she knew. 
Wide through the earth her rich dominions spread, 
And of the nations she became the head ; 
To share her envied favours all were proud; 
All to her arbitration humbly bowed. 
The Ocean was her own ; no rival there, 
By her" unsanctioned, ventured to appear ; 
Art, Science, Commerce hastened at her call, 
And her sons soared pre-eminent in all. 

But Tyranny's dread fangs on Gaul were laid ; 
Her monarchs, nobles, priests, the scourge displayed ; 
e2 
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Her generous millions toiled and fought and bled, 

And greedy tyrants seized their daily bread. 

Debauchery and Riot ruled at Court, 

Where Vice was Virtue, Crime was princely Sport. 

In every province despot-lords bore sway, 

Upon whose feudal rack their vassals lay 

Extended, gasping, bleeding at each pore, 

Till Cruelty itself could do no more. 

Justice and Law to Birth and Wealth were sold, 

And both denied to all of vulgar mould ; 

Atrocious game and forest laws destroyed 

The bounteous crops which should have been enjoyed 

By toiling peasants, who, without redress, 

Were thus consigned to Want and Wretchedness. 

Patricians, priests, no tax nor tribute bore ; 

The royal vam pyres only sucked the poor. 

On these a thousand other curses fell, 

A catalogue too black my lay to swell. 

Galleys, bastiles, and foreign sabres gave 

Oppression safety— Liberty a grave. 

A Church corrupt had grasped a mighty spoil,. 

A vast proportion of the kingdom's soil, 

With much beside ; monastic locusts lived 

In guilty joys, and on the wretched thrived ; 

The Oracles of God they kept unknpwn, 

And quenched the light of Truth wheree'er it shone r 



canto in.] THE OCEAN. 53 

To guard their booty, leagued themselves with Power, 

And of the faithful cut down all the flower. 

The people with instruction none supplied ; 

To Virtue and to Heaven they found no guide ; 

In Vice and Irreligion's toils ensnared, 

By high examples led, (1) at length they dared 

Iniquity's dread heights, and France became 

One scene of carnage and consuming flame ; 

The throne, the altar, and the lordly hall, 

King, priests, and nobles, shared the awful fall 

And who but they first undermined the land ? 

Was not the train prepared by their own hand ? 

What matters it who bore the fatal brand ? 

Then, midst the roar of Anarchy, appeared 
A Chief who quelled the storm, but then prepared, 
In Freedom's name, to wield the tyrant's rod, 
And on his Country's rights disdainful trod. 
Europe in arms opposed his conquering sway ; 
Through kings and all their hosts he burst his way ; 
Their sceptres seized, their crowns in fragments broke, 
And forced upon their necks his iron yoke. 
To them he owed his military birth ; 
From Revolution's womb they brought him forth. 
Boulogne his nurs'ry, Italy his school, 
He quickly learnt to vanquish and to rule ; 
To Egypt thence he on his travels went j 
(As British nobles seek the Continent), 
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On bis return all trammels he disdained, 

Crushed friends and foes, and singly, fiercely reigned. 

But Fortune from her own spoiled child withdrew, 

And Fate destroyed the Chief at Waterloo. 

Europe, that bore him, deigned him not a grave ; 

His bones now moulder midst th' Atlantic wave. 

His name had been by patriots adored, 

Had he upon his country's wreck secured 

The throne of Freedom ; but his only aim 

Was to exalt his individual name, 

And aggrandize himself: he found too late, 

That Power abused brings down th' avenger, Fate. 

Though France her every right has not obtained, 
The fearful price is paid, and she has gained 
A large instalment ;— -all the rest is sure ;— 
The ancient system can prevail no more. 
Britain won not her freedom in a day. 
And France for hers must brook a short delay. 
May both henceforth repose beneath the tree, 
And pluck the mellow fruit, of Liberty ! 

Now smiling Belgium wooes my onward gaze, 
A land of gardens and of fortresses ; 
A spacious chess-board, which has furnished play 
For sceptered gamesters many a century : 
Napoleon, who so many games had won, 
At last played here and lost his gorgeous crown. 
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Bat a vu, rescued from the tyrant Sea, 
Would not endure another's slave to be ; 
Cast off. her civil and religious yoke, 
And midst the free her proud position took. 

Denmark, once great and terrible, no more 
Plants her aspiring sons on every shore ; 
No more her fleets strike England with dismay ; 
Britons no more her barbarous chiefs obey ; 
Alfred the brave dealt on them many a blow ; 
A host of Alfreds would destroy them now, 
Should they, with hostile purpose, brave the land 
Where once they bore the paramount command. 
This prowling, hyperborean bear is tamed ; 
Her voice resounds no more ; she scarce is named ; 
Her talons and her teeth plucked out by Age, 
The deadliest insult scarce can wake her rage. 

The cheerless Baltic now beneath me lies : 
Stern Winter paves its broad expanse with ice ; 
Blockades the ports of Russians, Danes, and Swedes, 
Defies their rulers and their fleets impedes. 
But when the Sun the tyrant has subdued, 
All his moroseness still attends the flood ; 
It ever frowns, is ever vexed with storms ; 
Against mankind it ever is in arms. 
Though for its freedom debtor to the Sun, 
His bright, benignant sway it will not own ; 
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The Mcon upon it casts her smiles in vain ; 

The titleless cynic treats her with disdain. 

Thus, though from Heaven to man each bounty flows, 

Yet he, ungrateful, tramples on its laws. 

Around these shores those hardy millions dwelt. 
Who on imperial Rome destruction dealt : 
Not glorious Rome, the virtuous and the free, 
But Rome depraved and sunk in slavery. 
When to Corruption's gulf proud states descend, 
Their base career must needs in ruin end. 

Rus8U, which only yesterday had birth, 
Is grown the huge Colossus of the North : 
Wide o'er the world her shadow now appears ; 
One foot the Baltic, — one, Kamtschatka bears. 
Longevity, 'tis said, is not attained 
By those whose growth too rapidly is gained : 
Should this hold true, though vast her present state, 
An early dissolution may await 
This infant empire, which to heaven would tower ;— 
Bulk is not strength, nor territory power. 
Her birth, though European, lay concealed 
Until it was, by wondrous chance, revealed 
To the bold Briton* who, to India bound, 
Through Arctic seas, Archangel's harbour found ; 

• Sir Hugh Willoagbby, in the year 1553. 
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Who then of Moscow heard the first report, 

And went and found the monarch and his court ; 

As Cortes and Pizarro had before 

Discovered kingdoms on the New World's shore, 

The famed barbarian Peter, wise though rude, 

Who all his country's interests understood, 

Cast off the trappings of imperial state, 

And learnt the arts which made him really great. 

True fame on noble deeds alone is built ; 

All other fame is infamy or guilt ; 

And one within a peasant's cabin bred 

May rise superior to a crowned head. 

A hundred monarchs Moscow might have known, 

Ignobly lounging on a savage throne ; 

Barbarians for their subjects ; held in scorn, 

Though to ascend the heights of Glory born. 

But one, by Nature moulded for a king, 

Could, by his single cultivation, bring 

A land with weeds and briars overspread, 

To yield corn, wine, and every fruit instead. 

This realm within a century has been 

The moral grave of two transcendent men,— 

Charles* and Napoleon, — whose ambitious eyes 

Were bent on Moscow as their certain prize. 

* Charles the 12th, king of Sweden. 
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One was defeated in his rash desire, — 

The other seized the city, — wrapped in fire ! 

Both fell from giddy heights, to rise no more ; 

Their lives were wept ; their deaths no hearts deplore. 

What scrutiny can pierce the plans of Heaven ? 
May not this mighty empire's power be given 
The Moslem superstition to destroy. 
And Asia's manifold idolatry ? 
To speed the revolution of the mind, 
And to Messiah's sceptre bend mankind ? 

Ye Western potentates ! shut not your eyes, 
Unite,— be firm,— and guard against surprise ; 
Lest this great northern Rod, to prove its power, 
Like Aaron's, should all rival rods devour. 

Heroic Sweden many a wreath has won ; 
Vasa, Adolphus, Charles, were all her own : 
For patriotic deeds and martial fame 
Those glorious princes stamped their country's name 
In characters of gold, which will remain 
Till Tyranny and War have ceased to reign. 
Here, freely called from Gallia's splendid school, 
The brave, the virtuous Bernadotte bears rule. 
One only deed has sullied his renown : 
Napoleon's glory was his stepping stone 
To royalty ; yet he could draw his sword 
And thrust it at his own, his country's lord, 
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By hoste encompassed and about to fall : 
O ! that was sure his bitterest cup of gall ! 
Stern, jealous, supercilious though he was, 
His overthrow could never yield applause 
To one beneath his flag to fortune led, 
And who had not disdained to eat his bread. 
Honour and faith than crowns more brightly shine ; 
These are but baubles ; those are pearls divine. 
Now from the Baltic, with swift wing I flee, 
By Norway's coast, towards the Frozen Sea. 
Ye mariners ! beware the wild Maelstroom ; 
Fly ! fly ! or else prepare to meet your doom ! 
Hear how the vortex thunders ! See its rage ! 
Who its dire foaming madness can assuage ? 
The proudest fleet that ever rode the main, 
Could not, one moment, its assault sustain ; 
Swifter than Nelson wrecked the fleets of Gaul, 
Britain's whole navy, here engulphed, would fall. 
Vessels of mightiest force are bubbles here ; 
Swung round and round, they rise, — they disappear . 
Where lurk the ambushed rocks they swift descend, 
Which their firm sides in countless fragments rend. 
The ruin wrought, the waves regorge their prey, 
And on the surface all the wreck display : 
Thus heads and limbs on city- walls are shown, 
As trophies of an Indian victory won. 
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The vicious world may {iere its image see ; 
Here its allurements all may learn to flee. 
That noisy vortex bearing Pleasure's name, 
O'er whelms th' unwary with distress and shame ; 
Its giddy whirl, which shortly must destroy, 
The silly dreamers call entrancing joy. 
Behold the change ! the central gulf they gain, 
And dash on rocks of infamy and pain ; 
Fame, fortune, health, are shattered at a blow ; 
They re-appear,— a spectacle of woe ; 
Dishonoured, destitute, with broken frames, 
Their own loved world disdains their loathsome names. 

Now to the westward let me wing my way, 
And midst Icelandic wonders musing stray. 
Here Nature with tremendous aspect reigns, 
O'er hills of fire and ice-encrusted plains. 
Extremes have met in this devoted land, 
And Heat and Cold, intense, join hand in hand. 
Earth inly burns, her bosom wrapped in snow ; 
As Fever's torch (to man a source of woe) 
Consumes his vitals, while, e'en then, he feels 
An outward chillness which his frame congeals. 
Good Heaven ! O is it true or but a dream, 
That Skafta late poured forth a lava-stream (2) 
Which formed of liquid fire a fearful lake, 
To traverse which a ship a day would take ? 
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How terrible its billows, yet how bright ! 
Though their hearts bled, yet so sublime the sight, 
That those preserved from this tremendous flood, 
Entranced in admiration must have stood ; 
Forgetful, for a moment, all most dear, 
Fields, fruits, and fl ocks — homes, altars, friends, lay there ; 
Unmindful that this dread, disastrous day 
Left them to Famine and to Plague a prey ! 

These mountain-furnaces were sure designed 
At once to awe and to instruct mankind. 
As gods in their own estimation, they 
Dream that all Nature must their will obey. 
Loth to acknowledge a Superior Arm, 
The heights of guilt they climb without alarm ; 
Oppress, destroy, all human ties defy, 
Abandoned live and unrepenting die ; 
Affliction only can their souls reclaim, 
Their pride subdue, their furious passions tame. 
It is not till their weakness they survey, 
They learn to cast their insolence away : 
Disease and Pain will candidly reveal 
What man's own heart is studious to conceal. 
The lightning's stroke that lays another low r 
May make him dread Heaven's crime-avenging blow ; 
The tempest that in ruin lays his dome, 
May teach him to respect his brother's home ; 
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When the earth yawns and threatens to devour. 
He learns to tremble at th' Almighty's power ; 
And, when he gazes on her lakes of fire, 
He fears those flames which never will expire. 

Here Geyser's boiling fountain seeks the sky, (3) 
As if the clouds with water to supply. 
The steaming columns brighten as they rise, 
And rainbows o'er them shed their varied dyes ; 
Streams, branching thence, in lovely arches bend, 
And to the earth in silver showers descend. 
This aqueous volcano, — should a stone 
Upon its bosom, when at rest, be thrown, — 
With rage convulsed, the isle with thunder rends, 
And its fierce stream with threefold force ascends. 

Among the splendid and the costly things 
Which deck the gardens and the parks of kings, 
An object such as thi3 they cannot boast, 
Nor can they match it at a kingdom's cost. 
The workmanship it is of Nature's hand ; 
Placed here by her ; here only must it stand. 

Groves of the South ! where birds of every win£ 
To the bright Sun their morning anthems sing ; 
Fields of the South ! where vines and olives bloom, 
And orange essences the air perfume ; 
Ye Gardens of the South ! where opes the rose, 
Where shines the tulip, where the lily blows ; 
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Land of the South ! where, when the Sun rides high, 
To shadowy bowers and cooling grots we fly, 
Or by soft rills on moss and cowslips lie ; 
"Where, when refreshing eve resumes her reign, 
The lute, the reed, or viol's blithsome strain 
Leads buoyant groups to some romantic spot, 
Where, in the moon-beam, every anxious thought 
By Music's spell dissolves, while they advance, 
With joy and carols, to the sprightly dar.ce : 
Their sportive shadows all their motions keep, 
Turn where they turn, and answer leap for leap ; 
Love all his eloquence of vision tries, 
And hearts are won by bright bewitching eyes ; 
There sighs are perfumed by the vernal air, 
And all is gladness and enchantment there : 
Joys of the South ! I bid you all adieu ; 
Deserts and Desolation are in view. 

O ! will it not the heart's warm current freeze, 
To brave the blast of ice-impeded seas ? 
Already they are past, and now I stand 
A lonely wanderer on Spitzbergen's strand, 
The solid Earth's extreme : — the Pole is near ; 
I'll climb some mountain whence it may appear. 
O could I reach it ! but the wish is vain ; 
'Tis not for man that glory to attain. 

Mountains of snow and ice around me tower, 
And horrid rocks and precipices lower. 
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Where now is Nature's wonted robe of green ? 

Where may her products manifold be seen ? 

Here one unvaried rest of glaring white 

Hides all her charms, and pains the flagging sight. 

fsee not here the Heaven- imprin ted 7ace ; 

No human step nor dwelling can I trace. 

What being can eyst on such a shore, 

Whence Nature has withdrawn her every store ? 

Unless from heaven itself subsistence rain, 

Unfed, unsuccoured, man must here remain. 

But grant him a miraculous supply ; — 

By Winter's hand he still were doomed to die. 

The hardy, gain-allured Batavians here (4) 
Hoped (unblest men !) a colony to rear : 
They came and formed their plans ; — the summer sun 
Upon their swift-raised village warmly shone ; 
Each dreamt he here beheld his future home, 
And that his wedded love might hither come, 
And share his lot of affluence and bliss, 
Which, after them, their children might possess. 
But (short-lived as their hopes !) bright Summer flew ; 
Pale, haggard Winter breathed upon the crew ; 
Not all the heat their cabins could supply 
Subdued th' invading Cold's malignity. 
Within the warmth and shelter of their walls, 
The air, congealed to snow, upon them falls ; 
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Their rooms a tapestry of crystal wear ; 
Hoar frosts, breathed by them, on their beds appear. 
Their cordial draughts are frozen and their food ; 
Their hands, their lips, to all they touch, are glued ; 
Their very feet are fettered to the floor ; t 

And, when exhausted is their fuel-store, 
They freeze, they famish, and no aid appears ; 
They die, and are devoured by hungry bears. 

Yet were it pleasant even here to stay, 
When the Sun makes of months one summer's day, 
And the hoar mountains streaks with varied light, 
While Nature dreads not the return of night. 
The Monarch of the Day, in state sublime, 
Whose wide dominions spread through every clime, 
Though his metropolis is far away, 
And the bright tropics most his power display, 
Yet makes his farthest provinces his care, 
And pays his gracious annual visit here ; 
In his brief sojourn he refrains from rest, 
And ever wakes to make his subjects blest. 
Behold the miracles by him performed ! 
Deformity to Beauty is transformed ; 
Perpetual night becomes perpetual day ; 
Th' imprisoned waves pursue their angry way ; 
Ocean, in thunder, now asserts his right, 
And rears himself indignant in his might ; 
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Mountains of ice which hound him to the coast, 

Like straws are scattered, and before him tost : 

They fly, they plunge, against each other dash, 

And heaven is shaken by the awful crash. 

Whole troops of bears, that came in quest of prey, 

Upon the ice are captive borne away. 

The frozen element appears on fire ! 

While boldest seamen tremblingly admire. 

'Twixt two encountering masses wedged, a tree, 

From some far distant shore borne off to sea, 

Inflamed by rude collision, blazes high, 

And thus creates the dreaded prodigy. 

But man, to marvel prone, to causes blind, 

Without examination yields his mind 

A prey to bugbears which his common sense, 

If duly exercised, would banish thence : 

Monsters and wonders ever haunt his head ; 

Dangers fright not ; — their shadows strike him dead. 

But view the Sun's achievements on the land : 
What can the rushing avalanche withstand ? 
Whole mountains fall and fill the hollow vales, 
And rising valleys overshoot the hills. 
Trees, castles, churches, formed of ice, appear ; 
Ships, whales, and ruins glitter in the air. 
Than all bright things they more enchant the view. 
With every beautiful prismatic hue, 
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The mountain-ice, dissolved, o'erflows the plain ; 
By the keen blast 'tis crystallized again, 
And all its hard, transparent surges take 
The pleasing semblance of a raffled lake ; 
But where it glided peacefully away, 
As a smooth mirror it reflects the day. 
As if with diamonds sown, whole valleys shine, 
Displaying ail the splendours of the mine : 
No desert frowns; — an isle of gems it seems, 
And Nature's every pageant sheds its beams. 

Thus in the dreariest scenes is Beauty found ; 
All Nature's works wi*h loveliness abound ; 
What pleasing forms, what beauteous tints appear, 
On earth, in ocean, in the fields of air ; 
From the warm San that vivifies the whole, 
To the cold rocks that fortify the pole. 
Studious of ornament, as well as use, 
The Great Creator, with a hand profuse 
Of bright embellishments, has all things made, 
And thus his boundless love to man displayed. 
Each garden is a gallery of art, 
Decked with each charm that Nature can impart ! 
The birds of heaven are flowers of loveliest dye. 
Which steep in extacy the ear and eye ; 
The very insects of a summer's day, — 
What elegance, what beauty they display ! 
f2 
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What loom produced the forest-beasts' attire, 
Whose tinges and embroidery all admire ? 
Who on the fish their bright enamel laid, 
Disposed their colours and their light and shade ? 
What brilliance does the unseen earth enfold, 
Built up, in part, with precious stones and gold ! 
Earth is a palace ! men are princes all ! 
Wealth, Luxury and Joy, obey their call ; 
And, if their destiny they duly prize, 
A state more glorious waits them in the skies. 
Ere Winter re-assumes his lengthened sway, 
To other lands I bend my eager way. 
A ship appears ; her deck I gladly tread ; 
She from my native land is hither led, 
Midst Ocean's battlements, where dwells the whale, 
That monarch of the Ocean to assail. 
From sea to sea why roam the human race, 
As if the earth held no abiding place, 
No parent-land, no kind or kindred heart, 
Or some soul-harrowing voice exclaimed, " Depart ! " 
Such as from Paradise, frail Adam cast, 
And on his son an exile's sentence passed ? 
Ambition, lucre, or a restless mind, 
Tempts man to leave domestic joys behind. 
Thick clouds envelope every home-delight, 
While foreign scenes with golden rays are bright : 
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To these he flies, hut bliss he finds not there ; 

All Fancy's pompous pictures disappear ; 

Experience dissipates the mental cloud, 

"Which veiled the pleasures of his youth's abode ; 

He sees them all, — their value sees, — too late ; 

To re-possess them is denied by Fate. 

'Tis thus the giddy child, by birth possessed 

Of Fortune's every gift to make him blest, 

Views undelighted all the costly toys 

By Love's own hand presented to his choice ; — 

On all he tramples ; yet should he espy, 

Beyond his reach, a tinselled butterfly, 

He runs with eagerness to seize the prey, 

And wanders from his home a weary way. 

'Tis still in view, but yet his grasp eludes ; 

He still pursues, o'er fields, through lanes and woods, 

Till Night o'ertakes him — then the vision flies, 

And all the terrors of the scene arise. 

His homeward path he knows not how to trace ; 

Faint, wounded, baffled in his silly chase, 

On the cold ground he weeps his wayward flight, 

Sweet sleep forsakes him and rude sounds affright ; 

Of home he thinks and all the pleasures there, 

And yields his little bosom to despair. 

Yet Heaven, that every human passion bends 
To work its wise and all-important ends, 
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Has made subservient to its gracious will 
This restless, enterprising principle. 
Without it man no energy had shown, 
But with the pastoral herds had lain him down, 
A houseless, listless, herb-devouring thing. 
Instead of reigning o'er the earth a king. 
But all obstructions now before him fly ; 
Swift as the planets circle through the sky, 
He moves from east to west, from pole to pole, 
A daring, peril-scorning, conquering soul. 

Such are the men through these wild seas who sail, 
T' inflict the death- wound on the mighty whale. 
Among this valiant band, supreme, is one 
To whom, but late, each joy of life was known. 
Long had his heart to Beatrice been given, 
Whose mind and form confessed the hand of heaven. 
Her widowed parent on her death-couch lay ; 
Descending angels beckoned her away ; 
The gates of bliss, in vision, met her sight.; 
There she beheld, with all a saint's delight, 
The diadem for her by Him prepared 
Whose name and laws she ever had revered. 
Death, with a smile, approached her hallowed bed ; 
The world and its anxieties had fled, — 
One only care except ; — her anxious eyes 
The mother turned towards her Beatrice ! 
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That fair, that fragile flower must here remain, 

Without a hand to cherish and sustain. 

Oh ! must it, ere transplanted in the sky, 

Feel the earth's withering inclemency ? 

" Forbid it, Heaven ! " she cries : — the blushing maid, 

Who to her parent's ear had yet delayed, 

Her own, her lover's, passion to declare, 

Restrained by virgin bashfulness, — not fear, — 

Avows her suitor and his favoured vows. 

The joyful parent on her couch arose, 

As one to sudden life restored ; her breath 

Preserved a moment from the ice of death : 

" And is it he,— my own, my more than friend, 

With whom Heaven deigns thy destiny to blend ? 

My son ! my son ! O, let him hither fly, 

That I may bless him and in rapture die ! " 

He comes ; — the much-loved pair, hand linked in hand, 

Before the reverend parent silent stand : 

" The Lord be merciful to you ! " she prays, 

" And with his blessing crown your future days ; 

may his countenance for ever shine, 
And all your paths reflect the light divine ! 

1 had a daughter ; — Heaven has sent a son ; 
And now, O God ! thy gracious will be done ! " 
The happy lover clasped his trembling fair, 
Down whose cheek trickled many a glistening tear ; 
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Their nuptial vows the joyous mother hears, 
And her soul flies beyond the vale of tears. 

Soon was the lovers' union ratified 
Before the altar, and the lovely bride 
Knew all the joy this world can e'er afford, 
Blest with th' affection of her heart's fond lord. 
No sordid parents trafficked with their hands ; — 
Love only joined them ; — money, goods and lands 
Were not exchanged for cold, reluctant hearts, 
Nor Mammon's ingots used for Cupid's darts. 

Though Felix' heart, like that which warms the dove, 
Was prone to melt with tenderness and love, 
Yet had it all the lion's boldness too, 
And gloried this high quality to show, 
Wherever guiltless honour might be won; 
He therefore oft to these rude seas had flown, 
And hazarded that life which Beatrice 
Held, as the hope of Heaven, above all price. 
Yet she herself inspired the noble zeal ; 
It was for her, and to ensure her weal, 
He all things dared ; — it was that she might be 
From Fortune's slights placed in security ; 
For some there are, of high, distinguished worth, 
Whom she would not acknowledge at their birth, 
But, cruel, leaves to struggle, and endure 
Incessant toil, her favours to procure. 
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But soon another object nerves his arm 
i^nd fires his heart :— the mother's every charm 
He^ow contemplates in a daughter's face ; — 
Yes JScvery lineament he there can trace. 
To gazeSon that dear miniature, how sweet ! 
And her blue eyes, illumed with smiles, to meet ; 
And mark each budding grace, from day to day, 
Which, in full bloom, the future will display ! 
A wife ! a child ! (those dear and holy ties !) 
Does earth bear one who would not sacrifice 
Home, country, life, to seek their happiness- ? 
What husband, or what father, would do less ? 

Felix his joys resigned, and now he sails 
Midst fields of ice and through the haunts of whale.* 
His Beatrice at home his absence grieves, 
But ever present to her mind, he lives : 
Oft at the midnight hour she wakes unblest, 
When happier fair-ones' eyes are sealed in rest ; 
And, by the taper's light, her child surveys, 
Upon whose bloom no insect sorrow preys. 
The wind sounds shrilly at the hour of night, 
And fills the pensive parent with affright, 
Who o'er her slumbering babe prefers this prayer 
** May He, the guardian of his creatures, hear, 
And tranquillize a wife's, a mother's fear, 
Subdue the tempest and the waves appease, 
And guard my Felix on the dangerous seas. 
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There should he perish, I must perish too ; 

And thou, my babe ! — I cannot speak my woe ; — 

Thou, thou must— O kind Heaven, my fears forgive ! 

Protect my husband, and we all shall live : 

O bear him safely to these arms again, 

And grant he never more may tempt the main ! " 

Thy prayer, O pious Beatrice ! is heard, 
And angels shall thy absent Felix guard : 
But see ! the Whale now flashes on his eyes : 
On, on, ye brave ! and seize the glorious prize. 

Stupendous being ! all the living race 
To thee, in bulk, must yield the foremost place. 
A line of battle ship with life endued, 
Were a just emblem of thy magnitude : 
Thy size is equalled only by thy might : 
If deeds of violence were thy delight, 
Thou mightst depopulate the main with ease, 
And dwell the sole possessor of the seas. 
The waves thou lash'st ; the sound is heard afar, 
As the loud echo of a naval war ; 
Mountains of raging foam about thee fly, 
And floods of brine thou spoutest to the sky ; 
To thee a boat were as a cockle-shell ; — 
Thy indignation how could it repel ? 
Thy slightest anger if it chance to feel, 
The air receives it with inverted keel ; 
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Or else beneath thy blow at once it sinks, 

And of Death's briny cap each seaman drinks ; 

Ev'n the proud vessel were a puny toy, 

Which thou, provoked, mightst at thy will destroy. 

But peaceable and innocent art thou ; 

(O that the mighty of the earth were so !) 

It is not weakness, and it is not fear ; — 

Let those who strike thee of thy stroke beware ! 

Yet he, whose stature is but as a span, 
Compared with thine, O huge Leviathan ! 
Yet he, who braves the Lion in his lair, 
And buries in the Elephant his spear ; 
He, who the fortress of the Eagle scales, 
And Jove's redoubted warrior-bird assails ; 
Yes ! man, the pigmy, dares insult thy reign, 
And all thy power and all thy wrath are vain. 

Th' harpoon is shot ; it revels on thy blood ; — 
Though, as an arrow, thou descend the flood, 
And all things perish that retard thy flight, 
He stands determined to renew the fight 
As soon as tbou, for breath, r e turn's t to light. 
O ! quit not thou thy cavern in the main ; 
There stay and die ; there let thy bones remain. 
But no ! thou risest to enjoy the breeze, 
And the bright sky that lights thy native seas ; 
Or claim the succour, in this hour of woe, 
Of some strong friend, more fortunate than thou. 
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Thou reappearest, not now as before, 

The salt stream spouting, but thy own heart's gore. 

Like Caesar thou art destined to depart, — 

A shower of daggers rushing at thy heart ! 

Majestic creature ! such is thy sad fate, 

And Felix is with happiness elate. 

Away, blest man ! to Britain turn thy prow ; 
The sea is clear ; no ice obstructs it now : 
Their fate remember who, imprisoned here, 
Became the prey of Anguish and Despair. 
Like relics of the world before the flood, 
In petrifactions found, their vessels stood, 
Walled in with ice, extending leagues away ; — 
The brave men here were, pining, forced to stay. 
Food, light and heat their captured whales supplied ; 
Soon was exhausted every store beside. 
Should the ice burst, their vessels it might rend ; 
But should it not, their lives must quickly end. 
Distressed, diseased, emaciate and wan, 
Death daily thinned their numbers, man by man ; 
Nor did they shrink ev'n thus to gain release, 
But thought his region less severe than this. 

To Felix and his ship I bid farewell ; 
His further story is not mine to tell. 
On swift poetic wing again I fly, 
Beyond Europa, to a late found sky. 
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Discovert and Invention long had slept ; 
Mankind had not their ancient knowledge kept : 
Art, Science, Liberty, their light withdrew ; 
Religion, Learning, to the cloister flew. 
All honour was decreed to those alone 
By feudal rank and war's achievements known ; 
And those puissant magnates born to fight, 
Were so unlearned their names they could not write. 
Pursuits commercial were ignoble named, 
And by the sons of Chivalry disclaimed. 
The people, held in vassalage, untaught, 
Were quite excluded from the field of thought. 
The priesthood, who of knowledge held the keys, 
Concealed the records of celestial grace ; 
In tongues unknown the Word of Life was given. 
And men sent hoodwinked on the road to Heaven. 
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• 
But man, though made of dust, possessed a mind 
Which to the dust disdained to be confined ; 
A noble faculty oritall bestowed, 
To comprehend the various works of God ; 
To compass earth, to scale the starry skies, 
And on the wings of Science ever rise. 
Could he whom Nature destined to be great, 
Endure existence in an abject state ? 
The time of his abasement now was o'er ; 
The time was come when he should boldly soar 
To heights unknown to every former age, 
To heights unseen by earth's profoundest sage. 
A moral revolution was at hand, 
Which wrinkled Prejudice could not withstand. 
The magnet oped a yet untraversed road, 
And Europe's millions soon the ocean trode ; 
The peaceful cloister gave gunpowder birth ; 
(Was this designed to ble^ss or curse the earth ?) 
The civilized thenceforth the lords became 
Of all who yet retained the savage name. 
The Roman Empire had unconquered stood, 
And laughed to scorn the whole barbarian brood, 
Had this terrific compound then been known ! 
Yes, she, by that, had made the world her own. 
Next came the Press, an engine mightier far 
Than all the arms and implements of war : 
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These may subdue, enslave, destroy mankind, 

They cannot conquer nor illume the mind. 

The voice of Truth, when thundered from the press, 

Goes forth omnipotent to teach rfhd bless ; 

To shake the despot'3 palace to its base, 

And all the bulwarks of Oppression rase ; * 

The Book of Life, unsealed, to man to show, 

And lay all priestly domination low ; 

Religion, Freedom, o'er the earth to spread, 

And every moral benefit to shed. 

What rescued Europe from the Romish yoke ? 

The voice of Truth, when from the Press she spoke. 
What rescued Britons from the bondsman's lot, 

And Freedom to their shore in triumph brought ? 

The same all-powerful engine was the cause, 

And still maintains their liberty and laws. 

One glorious century all these boons bestowed, 

And the next age their consequences showed : 

On these to dwell it now behoves me not ; 

Save that one hemisphere to light was brought 

At that illustrious sera ;— savage lands 

Became the prize of Europe's daring bands ; 

Who the foundations laid of many a state, 

Destined to rival all of ancient date, 

In arts, in liberty, in arms, in power ; 

And high as Greece, or Rome, or Britain tower. 
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Descending from the Pole — drear Greenland's coast 
Forbids my stay, a cheerless scene of frost : 
I go where Ross and Parry went before, 
The mystic North- West passage to explore. 
Ice, Ice, eternal Ice, surrounds me here : 
But why dispute this region with the bear ? 
Does not the world beside yield ample space 
For man to run his brief and dangerous race ? 
Is he elsewhere so cloyed with Nature's smiles. 
As to fly from them to the Georgian Isles ? 
Does Melville Island's ten months' winter please 
Those who by genial England's fire-sides freeze ? 
Yet my brave countrymen shall be my pride, 
Who durst the rigour of this clime abide. 
Behold th' resources of the cultured mind, 
That makes the pleasure which it cannot find : 
The party at this desert isle who dwelt, 
The horrors of a vacant soul ne'er felt : 
Although the sun of heaven was withdrawn, 
And Beauty's eyes upon them never shone ; 
Though courts and cities, luxuries and toys, 
Green fields, flowers, fruits, and Nature's various joys, 
Had all departed, yet were they possessed 
Of what outweighs them all — a cheerful breast ; 
A world within, whose pleasures will endure, 
When those of worlds external are no more. 



canto iv.] THE OCEAN. 83 

So the wise Bees lay up within their hives 
Th' ambrosial stores which bounteous Summer gives ; 
And, unalarmed, see Autumn's spoiling hand 
Strip of its loveliness the smiling land, 
And ruthless Winter in his terrors rise, 
Ravage the earth and bellow through the skies : 
Within their tents their pleasures still remain, 
And Autumn blights and Winter raves in vain. 
Our band of heroes, by the world forgot, 
Their own Elysium made in that dread spot ; 
And news from other regions proving scarce 
In that rude commonwealth of whales and bears, 
A Paper soon was, by their efforts, hatched, — 
" North Georgia's Gazette ;" a deed unmatched 
Midst all the triumphs of the human mind ; 
And he who this performance first designed, 
In such a scene, the drooping heart to cheer, 
On Fame's eternal records should appear. 
Nor was this all : — the Drama shared their hours, 
And strewed their long, dark, icy path with flowers ; 
The witcheries of Music o'er them stole. 
And quite disarmed the fury of the Pole ; 
Those sweet companions, Books, were ever near, 
With silent converse each dull hour to cheer ; 
The sparkling skies they scanned, the chase they sought ; 
At length, with information richly fraught, 
o 2 
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They burst their icy prison, and, once more, 
The dauntless crew the bounding billows bore. 

The human race I now again behold, 
By skins of bears defended from the cold, — 
The hardy Esquimaux,— for whom suffice 
Houses and furniture of solid ice ; 
The archetypes from which the Russian queen 
Reared the frail fabric on the Neva seen ; 
But those, more firm and useful, will remain 
Unmoved through Winter's desolating reign ; 
And every dear, domestic joy bestow 
That men in marble palaces can know. 
Marble they seem, and of the purest kind, 
And with high ingenuity designed ; 
Block upon block in skilful order laid, 
With doors of ice and crystal windows made : 
And home, though but a cabin thatched and low, 
Or reared from quarries of benumbing snow, 
By him who owns it is a palace deemed, 
And more than those of royalty esteemed. 

Up great St. Lawrence now I take my flight; 
A British ship attracts my eager sight, 
Which with a human freight careering comes, 
Late severed from their once delightful homes, 
A covert in the wilderness to find ; 
O, how unlike the seats they left behind ! 
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Not roaming individuals appear, 
But love-cemented families are here : 
Age, Infancy, the Parent and the Child, 
And hoary Grandsire, seek the frowning wild. 
What whirlwind rooted up these British trees, 
And cast them, with their branches, on the seas, 
And drove them on this rude, ungenial coast, 
Their vigour wasted and their beauty lost ? 
O, here transplanted, can they, can they live, 
Again bear fruit and in a desert thrive ? 

That sturdy Yeoman whom, methinks, I see 
Surrounded yonder by his family, 
In England dwelt, the wealthiest of his class ; 
His flocks and herds ev'n Job's would not surpass. 
Safe from Sabeans and Chaldeans, they 
In rich Devonia's golden pastures lay : 
No fire from God on them destruction wrought ; 
No tempest to the earth his dwelling brought. 
His sons and daughters (treasures far more dear) 
Grew up and blessed his fond paternal care : 
They thought a bright inheritance their own ; 
None dreamt that smiling Fortune e'er would frown. 
Yet Evil; like a mildew, came at last, 
And all their joys expired beneath its blast. 
The father's flocks diminished, and his lands 
Departed from him to a stranger's hands : 
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Vicissitudes which he could not control, 

By sure degrees bereft him of the whole. 

His family were left, — his joy — his grief; 

One only road was open for relief : 

His fortune's wreck was now a purse of gold ; 

He gazed on that, and thus his mind unrolled : 

44 My wife, my children and my father, hear ! 

Though Heaven afflicts, yet will we not despair. 

Although my children's heritage is lost, 

And all my fond anticipations crossed ; 

Though in yon sepulchre I hoped to rest, 

And on this spot, from heaven, behold you blest ; 

Yet, since the Giver has his gifts resumed, 

Let not our hearts with anguish be consumed ; 

Enough is left to bear us o'er the wave, 

If you, my dear-ones, can its terrors brave ; 

Enough is left, when aided by these hands, 

Again to give us flocks and herds and lands. 

Though Nature on this spot decreed our birth, 

Yet, for our wants, she gave us all the earth. 

My native fields, my native land are dear, 

But woe betides us if we tarry here : 

The place, wheree'er it be, that makes you blest, 

Shall be my chosen home, my final rest." 

44 My son ! my husband ! and my father ! we," 

(Thus they replied) " consent to folloAv thee ; 
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Or polar cold, or equatorial heat, 
Bondage or death are we prepared to meet, 
Were you but happy each to us were sweet." 

And now the cheerful family survey 
To the next port pursue their ready way : 
A thousand voices greet them as they go, 
And tears sincere from eyes unnumbered flow. 
The harp of Joy resounded not that day, 
Within the district where their dwelling lay ; 
Nor feast, nor dance, nor marriage rite was there, 
But sacred sounds of sorrow filled the air. 
Her late forsaken weeds the widow wore, 
And, weeping, blessed them from her cottage door ; 
The old and feeble from their couches sprung ; 
Their toils the peasants left, their sports the young, 
And babes ran forth to drop the parting tear. 
And for the exiles pour the grateful prayer. 
Of chosen men, a generous hardy train, 
To share their fortunes, ventured to the main. 
The ship, at length, the virtuous yeomen gained, 
And there an increase of his wealth obtained ; 
A thousand pounds, within a packet laid, 
Before his doubting eyes now stood displayed. 
This billet told him whence the treasure came : 

" Let our presumption not incur your blame : 
This final token of our love receive ; 
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Within our hearts our honoured friend shall live, 

Until we greet him on that happy shore 

Where we shall meet to separate no more. 

May Heaven its blessings on your household shower, 

In rich abundance to their latest hour." 

The present was not spurned ; it came from those 
Whom, for their worth, in happier days he chose 
His intimates and friends : they stood the test, 
And acted all that they had e'er professed. 

1 leave the exiles landed on the shore, 
Their new adopted country to explore 5 
To hew their way, their purchased lands to clear, 
Their first crops plant, their future homes to rear ; 
Towns, cities, and extensive states to found : 
May all their labours with success be crowned I 

Majestic woods, at distance, I descry, 
Whose depths were never pierced by human eye. 
Your age, Canadian Forests ! O unfold ; 
Or must the secret yet remain untold ? 
Creation's third day must have seen you rise. 
And lift your proud heads in the new-born skies : 
You bloomed when Paradise was in its prime ; 
And, when its groves and bowers, by Adam's crime, 
Became a wilderness, no vengeance flew 
Across the main, in dust to level you. 
Man fell ; but you' maintained your first estate ; 
How brief is his, how lengthened is your date ! 
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From age to age you flourish, ever green ; 

He breathes, — he dies, — and then no more is seen. 

Quebec and Montreal I leave behind, 
And o'er Ontario fly before the wind ; 
Niagara itself is in my view, 
And more than Fame reported I find true. 
I've seen the ocean into mountains swelled, 
And all its warfare with the cliffs beheld ; 
I've heard the whirlwind roar, the thunder break, 
As if they meant the universe to wreck ; 
But all, Niagara ! must yield to thee 
In loudness, fierceness, and sublimity. 
One mighty river in its channel takes 
Those inland seas, the great Canadian lakes ; 
Which, here commingled, form a rapid flood, 
Whose furious torrent cannot be withstood. 
The awful precipice behold it leap, 
While clouds and thunderings issue from the deep ; 
The pillars of the earth are surely rent; 
What peals on peals convulse the firmament ! 
The rocks beneath me shudder as I stand ; 
As with an earthquake trembles all the land ; 
Whole lakes, above me, float along the skies ; 
A raging sea of foam, beneath me lies ; 
Where the sun pierces through the rising spray, 
Bright rainbows shed their lustre on the day. 
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jus, yet how beautiful is all 
/ie afforded by this glorious fall ! 
Though I grow giddy ; though my pulse beats high, 
And my frame vibrates, yet I cannot fly ; 
Though, by retreating, I a crown could gain, 
I'm fascinated and must here remain. 

But other prospects summon me away : 
Fredonia's* ample states their charms display ; 
The siren- voice of Liberty I hear ; 
My Country's sons, her arts, her laws are there. 
I thank thee, gallant Raleigh 1 by thy aid 
The corner and foundation stone was laid 
Of that thrice- glorious edifice which stands 
The world's great wonder, reared by British hands. 

While Caledonian monarchs England swayed, 
And their rude hands upon her freedom laid, 
Their lion-subjects, muzzled and oppressed, 
Renounced their rule and wandered to the West. 
No fiery inquisitors were there 
To fasten on their souls the chains of Fear, 
Their persons to incarcerate and rack, 
Or doom to transportation or the stake, 
For seeking to be ruled without the rod, 
And, free from man's dictation, worship God. 

* The United States. 



canio iv.] THE OCEAN. 91 

111 judging Charles ! hadst thou thy interest known, 
(But Wisdom dwells not always near the throne) 
When Hampden and when Cromwell sued to come (1) 
And make this transatlantic shore their home, 
Though it had cost thee half thy kingdom, thou 
Hadst not refused to let the suppliants go : 
Hampden thy scourge, and Cromwell who thy throne, 
By murder and imposture, made his own. 

Thus colonised, these lands important grew ; 
And, to their principles of freedom true, 
The colonists, who yet the British sway 
Had, through all fortunes, gloried to ohey, 
In one unconquerable phalanx rose, 
Their charter's violation to oppose. 
The mother to the field her daughter dared, 
Who her own independence straight declared. 
Like other offspring, colonies may be 
Kept in restraint in their minority ; 
But, treat them as you may, in age mature, 
Parental leading-strings they'll not endure : 
Caresses and coercion both are vain, 
Subordination longer to maintain. 

The regions of these rising states how vast ! 
By Europe's limits scarcely now surpassed. 
With every product new from Nature's hand, 
Spontaneous teems the yet uncultured land, 
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Where wide possessions, peace and plenty meet, 

To make the happiness of man complete. 

He comes ! he comes ! ev'n now before my eyes, 

His villages, his towns, his cities rise. 

I hear the axe resounding in the woods : 

1 see a thousand steam-ships skim the floods ; 

I see all nations crowd the stretching shore, 

And o'er the wilderness their millions pour ; 

While honest constitutions guarantee 

Their acquisitions and their liberty. 

A greater falsehood never was conceived, 
By knaves asserted, nor by fools believed, 
Than that a people, pillaged and oppressed, 
May yet with all the joys of life be blessed. 
Unrighteous government and laws unjust, 
Will, for the few, the millions tread to dust : 
The form of government is not the test ; 
But that which makes the greater number bl«st 
Deserves the palm : — a monarchy may be 
The glorious fountain head of liberty. 
And a republic, if not moulded well, 
A copy of the commonwealth of hell. 

But in this garden of true Liberty 
The Upas plant of Slavery I see. 
Detested object ! wheresoever found, 
May lightning rend and cast it to the ground ! 
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Like beauteous Circe's soul-transforming wand, 

It changes man ; — a brute he walks the land ; 

Equality and freedom on his tongue, 

In act to strike, he lifts the scourging thong ; 

The cap of liberty adorns his head, — 

His feet upon his bleeding bondsmen tread. 

He kneels, as if in worship, to that God 

Who to all nations gave one common blood, 

And to that Saviour who from heaven came, 

Throughout the earth redemption to proclaim ; 

Yet does he traffic in the blood thus given, 

And thrust his brother from the gates of heaven ; 

At home, compel him every woe to bear, 

Abroad, exclude him from the house of prayer. 

Tyrant and hypocrite he stands confessed, 

Both men and angels must the wretch detest. 

All must his cloak of liberty deride ; 

The chain, the whip it does not, cannot, hide, 

Nor his foul hands in horrid crimson dyed. 

Blot out this blot upon your rising fame, 

Ye proud republicans ! or else your name 

Will radiate no more among the free, 

But all lands execrate your tyranny. 

You may not heed the lightning of the pen ; 

Be not too confident ; ye are but men ; 

Greater and stronger than yourselves have known 

Its power to strike Oppression's strongholds down ; 
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A pebble from the stripling- shepherd's sling, 
The giant-warrior to the earth could bring ; 
So may an arrow from my feeble bow 
Assist, at least, to lay this hydra low. 

To Western Indus now my course I bend : 
Shade of Columbus ! on my flight attend. 
O thou transcendent, heaven-illumined man, 
Whose intellect the half-seen earth could span, 
And pass the circle Ignorance had traced, 
Who dreamt the world beyond it was a waste ; 
An ocean infinite without a shore, 
Beyond the power of mortals to explore. 
Thou master-spirit ! all antiquity 
Produced no genius that could equal thee. 
All its discoveries — what were they to thine? 
Thine was the sun's, their's but the glowworm's shine. 
Philosophers and conquerors it could boast, 
And names enrolled by Fame, a dazzling host ; 
But all their reveries and all their deeds, 
Thy single bright achievement far exceeds 
In grandeur and importance ; as the sea 
Exceeds the streamlet in sublimity. 

One flash of true, ethereal genius turns, 
Just as it lists, the world and its concerns ; 
Councils and senates may consulting stay 
Till Death the prating drivellers sends away ; 
Yet may their projects not a feather weigh : 
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But let one truly gifted being rise : 
On him, at once, all nations fix their eyes ; 
The human lump with energy he fires, 
And, at his touch, each obstacle retires. 
As, at the Moon's command, the ocean- waves 
O'ertop the hills, or sink into their caves ; 
So he on Fortune's pinions proudly rides, 
And all the destinies of millions guides. 

If this of other lofty minds be true, 
Much more, Columbus ! it applies to you : 
A new creation stood by you revealed, 
Which else had haply ever lain concealed. 

Ev'n now I see, with thy adoring eyes, 
The magic-beauty of these isles arise. 
Perennial verdure o'er the landscape glows ; 
O'er beds of sparkling gold each river flows, 
Through orange, citron and pomegranate groves, 
Where all that's bright and beauteous lives and moves ; 
Blossoms and flowers, the brilliance of whose dyes 
The loveliest tints of other lands outvies ; 
Birds of celestial plumage, who each night 
The listening planets with their strains delight : 
And what a night is here ! the dark-blue sky ; 
The stars in all their lambent purity ; 
The Moon in high and clear refulgence seen 
Advancing midst the heavenly hosts serene ; 
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Plants, on whose glossy leaves and stately stems 
The glittering insect-myriads beam like gems, 
Worthy to deck the foreheads of the fair, 
When in the courts of princes they appear ; 
While every zephyr is with fragrance rife, 
And every object glows with light and life. 
The circling seas with costliest pearls abound, 
And shells more lovely strew the shores around. 

If Heaven vouchsafed a dwelling here to give, 
Who would not here for ever choose to live ; 
Of Nature's unforbidden banquet eat, 
Each sense delighted and each joy complete ? 
Or are the luxury and bliss too great 
For man's fruition in his human state ? 
O ! hear the answer : These enchanting isles 
Are not thus ever robed in joy and smiles : 
Th' invading Whirlwind here its fury pours, 
And Devastation stalks along the shores ; 
As chaff in air, the groves, the forests fly, 
And man's most laboured structures prostrate lie ; 
Quick from his rocking mansion he retreats, 
Which to the earth the storm indignant beats ; 
Exposed he stands to rain, in floods that pours; 
Above him the terrific thunder roars : 
Hail-stones descend and death- winged lightning glides, 
And oft the earth beneath his feet subsides. 
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Their boundaries the sea, the rivers, leave, 
And their rude surges o'er the bright isles heave. 
■ Port Royal ! what a judgment fell on thee, (2) 
Thou seat of Vice, of Crime and Luxury ! 
Thou loathsome den of Buccaneers, who made 
Rapine and bloodshed their congenial trade ! 
And, with the booty pillaged from mankind, 
To brutal joys, in thee, their souls resigned. 
The sabbath was despised ; on that blest day 
All to their passions gave unbridled sway ; 
To no celestial Being rose the prayer ; 
But Vice alone was loved and worshipped there ; 
Her temple was beheld in every house ; 
Her service was the bacchanal carouse ; 
The feast unhallowed and the dance obscene, . 
The wanton song and blasphemies between. 
The love of ostentation ruled each rank, 
Of Pleasures poisoned cup all madly drank ; 
Affection, faith, and every holy tie 
Were burst asunder by cupidity ; 
Restraint and modesty were overthrown, 
And female honour was a thing unknown ; 
In safety none could through the city walk ; 
The robber here, th' assassin there would stalk, 
The voice of Riot was for ever heard, 
Friend warred on friend, on neighbour, neighbour 
warred ; h 
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Babes by maternal hands were doomed to die, 
And Justice winked at the atrocity ; 
Oft from the dwelling burst the midnight fire, 
Raised by the fiendish child's or parent's ire ; 
But half their crimes I dare not here reveal ; 
Only to name them would the blood congeal. 

But now the day of vengeance was at hand, 
And baleful clouds rolled o'er the guilty land : 
Unearthly roarings from the mountains came, 
And from the heavens descended sheets of flame ; 
Towards the shore the sea its mountains rolled, 
And panic seised the impious and the bold ; 
The field, the forest and the mountain moved ; 
The birds, with screams, from their asylums roved ; 

The conscious beasts stood bellowing and amazed, 
And on their hearts a death-like tremor seized ; 

The earth, at first, in gentle waves arose, 

As on a sea when all the winds repose ; 

The tremulation on the city fell, 

And sadly ominous tolled every bell ; 

Whole streets, whole squares, at once, began to rock ; 

From each abode rushed forth a trembling flock, 

The stroke of crashing roofs and walls to shun, 

And into, equal dangers instant run : 

Beneath them, in convulsions, rolls the ground, 

And falling structures compass them around: 
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This peril past, on others they are thrown ; 
Earth opes her jaws and multitudes go down, 
And find a common sepulchre, like those 
Who 'neath the crimsoned battle-field repose. 
Like a huge dragon roaring for its prey, 
Behold the Earth her open mouth display, 
Oft and more oft, while sounds of terror come, 
In gusts explosive, from her hollow womb, 
And man and all his works to ruin doom. 
Buried in gulphs profound while numbers lie, 
Some, only part-interred, afflict the eye ; 
Their busts or heads above the sod they show, 
While half, or all, their frames lie crushed below. 
Now midst the ruins spouting fountains play, 
And the late city under water lay ; 
And from the ocean rushes in the tide : — 
O'er towers and towering edifices glide 
The stately ships that late the port enclosed, 
And find no barrier to their keels opposed. 
Above the mighty wreck they sail sublime ; 
Thousands of drowning beings fain would climb 
Their elevated sides : — the boats are out ; — 
On every side ascends the joyful shout, 
The supplicating voice ; while Mercy stands, 
And to the wretched stretches forth her hands. 
Boats, ships, are crowded ; numbers yet remain, 
Who no admission to these arks can gain : 



100 THE OCEAN. [canto iv. 

Pursued by hungry sharks, by whelming waves, 
All, all sink, shrieking, to untimely graves. 

The flood retires, the city is rebuilt, 
And again crowded by the sons of Guilt : 
A conflagration, next, the town devours ; 
Again spring up its domes, its walls, its towers ; 
Again 'tis levelled, by the whirlwind's blast, 
To rise no more ; its fate is sealed at last : 
Earth, water, fire and air allow it not, 
And man has fled the interdicted spot. 

But o'er these Eden Isles, where Beauty reigns, 
And Pleasure all her luxuries obtains ; 
Seats worthy of the fabled gods of Greece, 
Who here might furnish their celestial feasts 
With nectar and ambrosia ; and their bowers 
Deck, from these shores, with amaranthine flowers ; — 
O'er all these Isles the Whirlwind has his throne ; 
Beneath their sod Destruction's seed is sown, 
And Earthquakes are its fruit ;— thus Ills annoy 
E'en in the bosom of terrestrial Joy ! 
The realms that yield you gold and every gem 
The monarch covets for his diadem, 
Bestow the earthquake too ! If those you choose, 
You must not their associate refuse. 
Love you the land of blue, translucent skies, 
Where suns and stars in all their glory rise ? 
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The mad Tornado you must not decline ; 
That, without this, O man ! can not he thine. 
Where birds entrance you with seraphic lays, 
Whose plumage all the painter's skill outvies ; 
Where flowers grow wild, the choicest of the earth, 
And cassia, myrrh and frankincense spring forth ; 
Where bloom the date, the almond and the pine, 
Whose roots are planted in the diamond mine ; 
Guard well your footsteps ! there the lion prowls ; 
The tiger eyes you ; the hyaena howls ; 
The horrid crocodile is full in view ; 
You tread on roses,— and on scorpions too : 
The Pestilence upon the gale oft Hies 
Which scatters aromatics through the skies 

High rank and state are Fortune's torrid zone : 
How many hearts its blandishments have won ! 
It boasts its golden and its flowery joys ; 
Its fruit of pleasure from afar decoys ; 
There Beauty, Flattery, ever shine and sing, 
And sun-born insects spread the purple wing. 
How dazzling are its stars ! How bright its sky ! 
The tokens of the tempest none descry ; 
Yet many a lordly tree is overthrown, 
And many a lordly battlement cast down, 
By whirlwinds of Ambition, Strife and Pride ; 
And Vengeance rolls its devastating tide. 
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E'en the proud palace, founded on a rock, 

Can not withstand Rebellion's earthquake shock, 

Nor that of War : how often not a trace 

Is left to tell its late exalted place ! 

But when these terrors at a distance stand. 

How many dangers haunt this fairy land ! 

Disease is ever found in Pleasure's train, 

And days of joy lead on whole years of pain ; 

The serpents Calumny and Envy sting ; 

Remorse and Perfidy the bosom wring ; 

While beasts of rapine on th' unwary prey, 

And all they valued most is torn away. 

Fell Suicide oft visit* halls of state : 

Let him declare the pleasures of the great ! 

O ! may I make Joy's temperate cup my own, 

Remote from Earth's, from Fortune's, burning zone ! 

Around me lie the realms once ruled by Spain, 
But all have cast away her biting chain : 
The New World by her arms was quickly won, 
But, like a dream, her empire there is gone. 
She first acquired it by the robber's right ; 
Her only title was superior might. 
The thirst of gold led on her plundering bands ; 
For gold they steeped in human blood their hands : 
Their gunpowder, their steel, were found too slow 
To wreak their vengeance on a naked foe ; 
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(No, not a foe, but injured, outraged friends !) 
And, to attain their diabolic ends, 
They, in sad truth, and not in metaphor, 
" Cried havoc and let loose the dogs of war ; " 
With blood-hounds they their brethren hunted down, 
That they might make those lands of gold their own. 
They, at the first, the olive-branch displayed ; 
But daggers in its foliage were hid ; 
The melody of Friendship on their tongue, 
Their hearts overflowed with bitterness and wrong ; 
Their course was marked by Murder, Rapine, Fraud, 
Whilst o'er them waved the banner of their God ; 
Pretending zeal for his all -hallowed cause, 
Their actions were a libel on his laws ; 
His motto, " Peace on earth, to men good will ! " 
Theirs, " War, gold, empire ; rob, torment, and kill ! " 
Could men like these the hearts of pagans turn ? 
Heaven at such hands what pagan would not spurn ? 
• The natives slaughtered, their possessions won, 
The work of Cruelty was not yet done : 
The remnant who survived in chains were held, 
And in the noxious mine to toil compelled, 
Cut off from light and every wonted pleasure, 
To glut their conquerors with their land's bright treasure. 
Those treasures were their curse, and such they are 
To all mankind, whereever they appear : 
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Where steel springs up, — behold the free and brave ! 
Where gold is reaped,— the tyrant and the slave ! 
The very conquerors of these fatal lands 
Fell, in fierce contests, by each other's hands. 
But was not Spain enriched and aggrandized ? 
No ! she grew poor, enervate and despised ; 
Amidst th' enlightened states of Europe, she 
Sank down to primitive barbarity. 

These conquered regions, in a happy hour, 
Have raised themselves to independent power : 
Th' enslaver is the slave, while they are free, 
And blessed with all the gifts of Liberty. 
Three centuries of bitter bondage o'er, 
The native tribes shall suffer wrong no more ; 
Freemen are all, without distinction, now, 
Of race, complexion, or high birth or low. 
The charter which the blood of Britons bought, 
O'er all this mighty continent is taught : 
That glorious model is the only one 
From which th' essential principles were drawn 
Of every constitution formed to bless 
With equitable laws the human race. 
Whatever form the government may bear, 
If it be just, the British stamp is there ; 
It cannot be disguised. — The Sun may make 
His image seen on ocean, river, lake, 
Yet no one can th' original mistake. 
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So if, in commonwealths or monarchies, 

The people are allowed their voice to raise 

If they are free their interests to debate ; 

If they enjoy the right to legislate, 

By representatives whom they revere, • 

The Genius of Old England must be there. 

" If Holland, Belgium, or if Switzerland, 

Was ever by the gale of Freedom fanned, 

That gale from England blew : if France can boast 

A charter gained, a despotism lost ; 

That charter was, in part, from ours transcribed ; 

Her hate of tyrants was from us imbibed. 

Fredonia basks beneath the ancient vine 

Whose tendrils round the hearts of Britons twine ; 

And if o'er all the colonies of Spain, 

Darkness has ended her disastrous reign, 

They owe it to th' Aurora of the North, 

Whose animating rays illume the earth. 

These countries have the maxim's falsehood shown, 

That Freedom ever shuns the torrid zone ; 

In every latitude behold her shine ! 

See her cause triumph e'en beneath the line ! 

Ere to these splendid realms I bid adieu, 
The mighty works of Nature let me view. 
Like a vast colonnade arise the Andes, 
And from the Ocean fence these southern lands ; 
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Their alabaster capitals uphold 
Th' incumbent heavens ; their pedestals are gold ; 
The eagle, in his most presumptuous flight, 
Durst never to approach their dizzy height. 

Hence matchless Amazon derives his stores, 
And, over realms immense, luxuriance pours : 
In majesty he rolls from state to state, 
Like some transcendent earthly potentate ; 
While noblest rivers join him on his way, 
And to their chief a bounteous tribute pay. 
Thus strengthened to the coast, in state, he glides, 
Wars with his parent and repels his tides ; 
And leagues beyond the shore his power maintains, 
And Oeean and his thundering host disdains. 

Here Nature's richest labaratory lies ; 
Here precious metals, gems above all price, 
By her unceasing, unseen hand are made ; 
In these her daughter Earth is found arrayed, 
Whose caskets are the mountains : vast the store ! 
A world of misers could not covet more. 
An awful contrast to these gifts behold ! 
Those heaven-raised mountains but too oft enfold 
The engines of destruction : see aspire 
From their white peaks the dark-red, glaring fire, 
In columns of such magnitude and height, 
O'er half the continent they shed their light, 
While peals tremendous distant lands affright. 
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Rocks, from their caverns torn, are hurled afar, 

As if by demons who on heaven made war. 

Yet earth, not heaven, this fierce assault sustains ; 

On some devoted city Ruin rains, 

And blots it from the scene. Not far the day 

When such a scene overwhelmed Guatemala ! ( 3 ) 

Near that proud town two lofty mountains stood, 

And each contained a fierce, ebullient flood, 

Of water one, and one of molten ore ; 

Both on the city waged a furious war. 

These batteries without cessation plied ; 

None from the fiery cannonade could hide ; 

And none by flight a refuge could obtain ; 

On fire appeared the city, land and main ; 

No living eyelid closed ; none tasted food ; 

To meet the stroke of fate all ready stood. 

Thus days and nights were spent ; at length the town, 

With all its people, through the earth sank down ! 

The lava torrents soon the gulph o'erflowed, 

And left no trace of man or his abode ! 

Calteo too ! more sudden was her fate ; (*) 
But her destruction how can pen relate ? 
Methinks I stand upon the guardian fort, 
Beneath which lay the much- frequented port ; 
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I stand beside the solitary man, 

Who, when the busy day its course began, 

Beheld the city-domes their smoke-wreaths raise, 

And heard Joy's musical and sprightly lays ; 

Beheld the sons of Industry arrayed 

Beneath the banners of assiduous Trade, 

And Pleasure's sons and daughters on their way, 

In the bright pomp of holiday array ; 

The serious thronging to the house of prayer, 

Or kneeling to a saint in open air ; 

And boys and girls with never-cloying play, 

Commence with joyfulness another day. 

Ships of all ensigns in the harbour stood, 

And boats skipped gaily on th' elastic flood : 

When, in an instant, disappeared the town, 

Which, with its living multitude, went down 

To Earth's abyss ; while to the height of heaven 

The Ocean-surges furiously were driven ; 

Engulphing the proud barks which late they bore, 

And o'er Callao uttering their dread roar* 

From that sad spot no human sound was heard ; 

Of all its thousands, not one form appeared 

Above the warring waves ; far, far beneath, 

Their groans were uttered in the jaws of Death. 



canto iv.] THK OCEAN. 109 

But where is he upon the fort who stood ? 
He yet survives the earthquake and the flood : 
All else subdued, the vengeful surges rise ; 
They scale the hill ; to heaven for aid he cries ; 
A boat, a boat with extacy he sees 
Towards him drifting ; to the ark he flees, 
Which the lone man in safety bears away, 
To tell the tale of that appalling day. 

Such are the scenes which these rich realms behold, 
Where Desolation comes in showers of gold, 
From subterranean furnaces supplied : 
O that those fountains were for ever dried ! 

Presumptuous man ! that hasty wish recall ; 
O ! canst thou tell what thenceforth might befal ; 
Who knows if those terrific fires were missed, 
If the Earth could another day exist ? 
Might not the Ocean cease to ebb and flow ? 
Might it not frozen or putrescent grow ? 
Might not the soil refuse to vegetate ? 
Might not the very air coagulate ? 
Might not the streams refuse their founts to leave, 
And ice eternal to our planet cleave, 
Despite the fervour of the solar ray, 
Despite the brilliance of the tropic day ? 
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Tis not for purblind mortals to declare 

What agents are, or are not, needed here, 

To work the miracles we daily see 

Whereever on the globe we chance to be. 

We know that it contains these lakes of fire ; 

We know no more, and vainly we enquire. 

Another element pervades the earth, 

Of universal use, unquestioned worth ; 

The snow-capt mountains other gifts bestow 

Than lava-torrents : — from their caverns flow 

The rivers which make glad each thirsty land ; 

These are sent forth at His all- wise command 

Whose voice arouses the volcano's flame ; 

Both dispensations from his councils came. 

Call that a blessing, but not this a ban, 

Till thou art able the results to scan 

Of this dread apparatus ; but depend 

E'en this was meant for some benignant end. 

But why should man those hills of fire dwell near ? 

Did Fate compel him to take refuge there ? 

Though gold he needed not, for gold he came : 

Must Heaven, or his own avarice, bear the blame ? 

Yonder I see a state which owed its rise (5) 
To the bold efforts of the good and wise, 
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The sons of Spain the priestly garb who wore, 

And who detested conquest gained by war, 

They saw the aborigines of the land 

The sway of Christianity withstand : 

For those who offered them the heavenly Word, 

Held at their hearts the blood-extorting sword, 

And practised vices which their souls abhorred. 

Men whose desire is righteousness to teach, 

Will fail unless they practise what they preach ; 

If on their lore their lives no lustre shed, 

Sooner would they make converts of the dead, 

Than of the living who those lives survey : 

Can such dark lanterns show the heavenward way ? 

Those righteous men the wilderness could brave, 

The souls of savage pagan-hordes to save. 

No blood-hounds, no artillery was theirs, 

No musquetry nor gleaming scimitars ; 

But, led by zeal and Christian kindness on, 

The victory o'er a warlike race they won. 

A civilized community appeared, 

And the blest people its just laws revered ; 

Built towns and cities ; plied the peaceful arts ; 

To Heaven reared temples and gave up their hearts ; 

And daily blessings poured on those who came, 

With love unfeigned, their barbarous minds to tame : 
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Where Force and Cruelty can not succeed, 
Mercy, in triumph, will her millions lead. 
Had other conquerors acted on this plan, 
How great had been the happiness of man ! 
Of all praiseworthy deeds, the greatest this : 
To add to the amount of human bliss ; 
Yet those who lessen it are more esteemed, 
And demi-gods too frequently are deemed. 

Away, away ! I yet have far to go ; 
Cape Horn is passed ; ye kindliest breezes blow ; 
The broad Pacific waft me swiftly o'er, 
And bear me safely to Australia's shore. 
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As o'er mid-ocean hastily I sweep, 

! could I from the bosom of the deep 
Extract some pearl of Truth to deck my lay, 
With joy should I pursue my arduous way. 

Thy praises, Ocean ! heaven-born bards have sung, 
Whose music lives, though envious Death has flung 
His poisoned mantle o'er their mortal mould, 
And their inspired lips are sealed and cold. 

1 too will sing of thee, although my strain 
The melody of theire should ne'er attain, 
Nor thy own majesty : —I'll flatter not, 

But pour the burthen of my own free thought 

I own thee vast, and awfully sublime ; 
That thou hast triumphed o'er the spoiler Time ; 
That man and all his works within thy power, 
It is thy great ambition to devour. 
i2 
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Th' Almighty's finger is on thee impressed ; 

His glories are reflected on thy breast ; 

Thou art commissioned o'er the earth to fling 

The verdure which adorns the robe of Spring : 

Bat yet Eternity I cannot trace. 

In perfect characters, upon thy face. 

Thy permanence exceeds not that of earth ; 

Thousands of revolutions since thy birth 

Hast thou experienced ; thou hast changed thy bed ; 

From this shore and from that thou oft hast fled, 

Like one who bears a demon in his breast ; 

Thou, like the wicked, never art at rest : 

The world intended for eternity, 

Which John in vision saw, contained no sea. 

Thou art the sport of every passing wind ; 

Ice has the power thy fiercest waves to bind, 

And isles upheaved by subterranean fire, 

Usurp thy place and cause thee to retire. 

I cannot love thee, Ocean ! I may gaze 

On thy gigantic efforts with amaze, 

And view thee as I might an earthquake view, — 

With admiration, but with terror too. 

I cannot love whoml can never trust ; 

Could I trust one who scrupled not to thrust 

A dagger to my heart, in evil hour ? 

How, then, can I love thee, destroying Power I 
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A well-earned title ; earth by thee was wrecked ; 
It would again, wert thou by Heaven unchecked. 
Let those declare who long have toiled on thee, 
Which they prize more, — the stedfast earth, or sea. 
Are not their night and day dreams of the shore, 
Which, once regained, they vow to quit no more ? 
Were it not horror to their souls to die, 
And yield their bones to thy rude custody ? 
Were all thy treasures upon them bestowed, 
Rather than live confined to thy abode, 
They'd choose a grave beneath Earth's peaceful sod. 
When they leave her, it is not love of thee 
That tempts them from their native hills to flee ; 
Some land more bright than theirs is in their view ; 
Fortune or Fame it is that they pursue ; 
Their hearts are not with thee, but far beyond, 
Where more alluring objects may be found. 
Earth has a thousand charms that thou hast not, 
There's beauty ev'n in her most desert spot. 
Thy aspect may be changeless : grant it so ; 
But could the Earth, at her creation, show 
A single lineament she has not now ? 
Is she diminished, or unfruitful grown ? 
Have any of her first attractions flown ? 
What Man and War from age to age have marred, 
Has Nature's hand not rapidly repaired ? 
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This spot or that may not the hue display 

That beautified it in its ancient day ; 

But yet each spot remains ; the same the soil, 

Though not now decked by man's transforming toil. 

Earth 's glorious mountains scarce a change have known. 

Since in mid-heaven their new-born summits shone ; 

Her streams are fresh and pure as then they were, 

And as salubrious is the ambient air ; 

Her products are the same ; as plenteous too 

She spreads her table as she wont to do ; 

The millions of all tribes she banquets yet, 

And of unnumbered dainties all may eat. 

Her gardens may be found now here, now there, 

But never were they known to disappear. 

Man may his piles of splendid rubbish raise, 

And call them cities, — and his own works praise : 

A few of these within a certain space, 

He calls an empire ; but Time soon will rase 

Those vaunted mole-hills ; they to man belong ; 

But Earth's own bulwarks are for Time too strong. 

Though cities and though empires melt away, 

She still endures unconscious of decay. 

But who, in Truth's pellucid beams, would see 
A vivid image of Eternity, 
Above the earth, the ocean, must arise ; 
The likeness is not found below the skies ; 
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But, in yon star-gemmed canopy of heaven, 

A fall and bright similitude is given. 

The earth and sea for empire may contend ; 

Convulsions both may agitate and rend, 

And -warn them of a sure approaching end. 

In those cerulean skie* it is not so, 

Where golden beams from God-raised temples flow : 

O ! what serenity and grandeur there, 

Joined with immutability, appear. 

Where Tumult reigns, Destruction oft will ride, 

But Peace and Permanence are close allied. 

Uproar dwells ever in the earth and seas ; 

Eternity must know eternal Peace, 

Joy, Glory, Harmony : those names are seen 

Emblazoned ever on that matchless scene. 

Those glittering skies no threatening clouds deform ; 

Unknown the wrecking thunder and the storm. 

The first of men beheld, as we now see, 

Those glorious orbs in bright stability : 

Their order is unchanged ; they glow to-day 

As through the ages which have passed away ; 

With beauty and benignity they shine ; 

On earth they shed no influence malign ; 

They war not ; they destroy not, nor affright. 

But through immensity diffuse delight : 

Seraphs from heaven upon the scene must gaze, 

As mortals from the earth, with sweet amaze 
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Beyond that avenue, by angels trod, 

Lies the bright City of the sons of God ; 

And when they all, with joy, have entered in, 

Their everlasting sabbath to begin, 

Where burn those lamps, on that celestial way, 

The new creation shall its pomp display. 

Behold Australia ! Here I view again 
My own, my ever-active countrymen. 
Their severed colonies they need not rue ; 
Dominions lost they soon replace with new. 

A haggard troop I see, among the rest, 
Of either sex, with manacles oppressed : 
Can these be Britons and to bondage led ? 
Does Slavery here raise his audacious head, 
And lay upon my countrymen his fangs ? 
And must they bear the chain and scourge's pangs ? 
Yes ! slaves they are, and doomed to toil severe ; 
Though free at home, their crimes have placed them here : 
Degenerate man, to Virtue's paths averse, 
Brings on himself full many a heavy curse ; 
The first man grew a criminal, and he 
Bequeathed to us his own depravity. 
Monarchs and statesmen have essayed in vain 
Man's evil inclinations to restrain ; 
Philosophers in every age have tried 
To stem Corruption's overwhelming tide ; 
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But monarchs', statesmen's, sages' wisest schemes 
Have proved no more than mere Utopian dreams ; 
For those physicians were themselves not free 
From this destructive moral leprosy. 
The greatest men the greatest crimes have wrought ; 
Could virtue by such masters e'er be taught ? 
When the schoolmaster from his lesson swerves, 
He proves that he, himself, the rod deserves. 

Whence spring the crimes, the plague-spots of our land, 
Which her sons exile to this savage strand ? 
Regard the causes, statesmen ! for in vain, 
By death and banishment, would you restrain 
The growth of evil, if the seed be sown ; — 
Extirpate this ; by such an act alone 
True legislative wisdom can be shown. 
The want of education is a cause 
Greater than all that lead to outraged laws. 
Let not an untaught being walk the land : 
'Tis not essential all should understand 
The circle of the sciences and arts ; 
But give to all the knowledge that imparts 
Their duty to their Maker and to man ; 
For inefficient will be every plan 
Where this is wanting : on Religion's base 
You must the moral superstructure raise, 
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Or it will not endure ; for man may know 

All things in heaven above and earth below, 

Yet if his heart be educated not, 

Nor his wild passions in subjection brought 

To Heaven's recorded laws, be still may be 

The bane and nuisance of society. 

If human learning could the heart defend, 

Thou, Aram ! hadst not known a murderer's end. 

Parents ! too often at your own door lies 
The imputation of your children's vice : 
'Tis yours alone their infancy to guide, 
And point their footsteps to bright Virtue's side. 
If you the seed of Truth neglect to sow, 
What in their minds but Error's weeds can grow ? 
Your bad example may your child destroy ; 
As is the father, such becomes his boy : 
If errs the pilot, can we less expect 
Than that the ill-starred vessel should be wrecked ? 

But now a potent secondary cause, 
Which boasts its thousand violated laws, 
Demands the lash : behold the sign in air, 
" The Lion" or " The Ass," and «« Wine sold here, 
With Liquors spirituous and thrice strong Beer." 
Just into this grand Pandemonium peep ; 
Smile, if you can ; perhaps you choose to weep 
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To see the beings in God's image made, 

Their souls beneath the very brutes degrade 

A band of gamesters in one part behold, 

Whose tricks and language need not here be told ; 

A nest of essenced harlots next appears ; 

A club of harmonists there grate your ears, 

Here stand a group of dancing human bears. 

A smoking club the next apartment shows ; 

Within the next the begging tribe carouse ; 

One spacious room a crowd promiscuous fill ; 

Down every throat descends the poisonous rill ; 

For all who game, or dance, or beg, or smoke, 

Or do aught else, old Bacchus must invoke 

In large libations ; till, unsteady grown, 

In worship at his feet they all fall down. 

The servant robs, these pleasures to partake ; 

For these the husband will his own forsake ; 

The son his parents' happiness destroys, 

To revel here, to taste this fount of joys ; 

The forger risks his neck's security, 

A welcome guest within these walls to be. 

In this preparatory school are taught 

The rudiments of crime ; within this spot 

Is centred every hideous plague of life ; 

Here is compounded fell domestic strife, 

And here the murderer whets the deadly knife. 
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'Tis hence the burglar issues, and 'tis here 
That all Australia's convicts first appear. 
From this unhappy shore I gladly sail ; 
The grand Celestial Empire* now I hail : 
The elephant its character displays, — 
Prepared for war, delighting yet in peace. 
Lost in the labyrinths of ages past, 
Its origin with clouds is overcast. 
'Tis said that kingdoms rise, decline and fall; 
Though true of most, this is not true of all : 
This empire rose when earth was just renewed 
From out the ruins of the general flood ; 
And Fame reports that Noah settled here, 
And made the nursing of this realm his care. 
In all their pomp, majestic Babylon, 
Egypt, Assyria, Israel were o'erthrown ; 
Persia, Greece, Carthage and ambitious Rome 
Have had their birth, and each has had its tomb. 
But China to maturity had grown, 
Ere of existence they the buds had shown : 
She still is vigorous, and she yet may see 
Sink in the whirlpool of Futurity 
Each mighty modern empire ; while her state 
Remains and mocks the thunderbolts of Fate. 

* Chine. 
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The useful arts the moderns prize the most, 
The Chinese could through countless ages boast. 
Canals like theirs, where else can they be found ? 
Their bridges modern architects confound : 
On single arches raised, they mountains join, 
Stride the broad river and the huge ravine. 
Louis for his canal had blushed, if he 
Had been allowed their splendid ones to see : 
In grandeur and extent they far outvie § 
All others of the first celebrity. 
Arches stupendous o'er the land arise, 
The worthies of the state to eternize, 
Upon the Chinese highways who can gaze, 
And not desire the like his land should grace ? 
All paved, and decked with trees on either side, 
From the Sun's wrath the traveller to hide ; 
With seats embowered beneath their freshening shade, 
For toil-worn man's repose and shelter made. 
In other realms, when, on a summer's day, 
He ventures to pursue his distant way, 
How does he sicken in the solar blaze 
Of their unshaded and exposed highways ! 
Though thunder storms, and rain in floods, assail 
Till he is drenched and all his courage fail, 
No seat nor shelter may, for leagues, be found, 
And if he rests, 'tis on the wet, cold ground. 
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For want of these retreats, when Winter raves, 

How many in the driven snow find graves ! 

Here, on each road, the telegraph is seen 

On towers well guarded by brave martial men : 

These too defend the traveller on his way 

From ruffians who might plunder him or slay. 

The telegraph, the post, are not our own, 

But here through distant ages have been known : 

Gunpowder, paper, printing, these men claim 

As their inventions, though we give the fame 

To Europeans, by whose skill we know 

What here was known three thousand years ago. 

Behold a wonder ! they have wandered not, 

Nor given their millions to be stabbed or shot 

In War's arena ; yet their land supplies 

All that they need and all earth's luxuries. 

Who, then, this people's wisdom can impeach ? 
Are they not qualified the world to teach ? 
Yes, some things in perfection, but not ail ; 
Of moral science O how short they fall ! 
Whate'er their fathers knew, they know,— no more ; 
They never add to their primeval lore ; 
Like their own state, they stationary lie, 
And no advances nor improvements try ; 
Their laws arose from some barbarian's mind ; 
And in their hateful fetters all men bind ; 
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Their king is worshipped as a very god ; 
Beneath his favourites' tyrant-feet they're trod ; 
Idolatry the grossest o'er them sways ; 
Dishonesty obtains, not stripes, but praise ; 
And babes destroyed have no avenger here, 
Save when th' Almighty makes his right arm bare. 

Hindostin hail ! thou eldest child of Fame, 
Earth through all ages has adored thy name ; 
Of other lands th' instructress and the queen, 
I gaze enraptured on thy glorious mien. 
In form colossal, dignity and grace, 
(All heaven reflected on thy matchless face) 
Methinks I see thee on thy lofty throne, 
Where Himalaya looks from heaven down, 
The sacred Ganges issuing at thy feet, 
And winding Bnrrampooter, yet more great. 
Thy glittering tiara owes its gems 
To that unfailing source of diadems,— 
Thy own Golconda ; and thy gorgeous dress, 
Which stands unrivalled in its sumptuousness, 
Of silk and broidered linen, all thy own, 
Befits the splendour of thy star-decked throne. 
Flowers culled from Paradise in garlands twine 
Around thy form and ever bloom divine ; 
Thy breath is essenced from the groves of heaven ; 
And every luxury by thee is given 
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For man's fruition. In thy lap appears 

The cornucopia which for ever bears 

Thy golden fruits, more rich and luscious far 

Than elsewhere ripen 'neath the bright day-star. 

The tree of Knowledge blossoms o'er thy head ; 

The wisest nations on its fruit have fed ; 

Egypt and Greece derived their lore from thee ; 

Thou wast the lamp of all antiquity. 

The greatest of mankind have felt thy charms, 

And rushed impatient to thy lovely arms : 

The wilful Macedonian's joy was crowned, 

When thy resplendent palace he had found ; 

And his ambitious pupil,* late of Gaul, 

His other glories would have yielded all, 

A glimpse to gain of thy bewitching face ; 

But he was baffled in that headlong chase. 

O what a splendid dowry thou canst boast 

Betwixt thy mountains and thy circling coast ! 

Each city is itself a mount of gold, 

And O what cities does thy empire hold ! 

What temples and what palaces arise ! 

How does their grandeur dazzle and surprise ! 

Each is a Babylon ; thou hadst yet more, 

But some by Time are rased, and some by War. 

* Napoleon. 
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Thy fanes— O how magnificent are they ! 

What princely treasures could their cost defray ? 

What greater riches do their walls contain I 

They must the wealth of kings and kingdoms drain. 

What pilgrim-millions at their altars how, 

And on their idols costliest gifts hestow ! 

While conscience-smitten chieftains thither send 

(Ere to the axe of Death their necks they bend) 

The hoarded plunder of their guilty days, > 

To bribe the gods and buy in heaven a place. 

Palmyra, Alexandria, Venice, owed 

Their greatness to the golden streams which flowed 

From thy exhaustless fount : — to Britain now 

Thou bidds't the river of thy riches flow : 

May she repay thee with the pearls of heaven, 

Religion, freedom, — which to her were given, 

In all their purity, that they might be 

Bestowed on all the human family ! 

But thou hast of the cup of woe drank deep ! 
Well o'er thy past afflictions mayst thou weep ! 
The savage conqueror oft tby soil has trod, 
Thy cities pillaged, and thy children's blood 
In torrents caused to flow ; while hosts of skin, 
In mountains piled, without their walls have lain. 
The Persian, Tartar, Mussulman, on thee 
Have poured the vials of Calamity. 
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Beauteous Sultana of the East, farewell ! 
Beneath thy smile I could for ever dwell. ' 

Persia next wooes me to her magic bowers, 
Where her blest bards, reclined on beds of flowers, 
Have touched their harp-strings to the sweetest lays 
That e'er on earth have won immortal praise. 
All, all things indicate Parnassian ground ; 
Sublimity and Loveliness are found 
In close companionship, wheree'er we go ; 
And Joy and Luxury all their gifts bestow. 
The snow-capped mountain, rose-enamelled plain, 
The glittering palace and the gorgeous fane ; 
Corn, wine, and oil in bright abundance flowing, 
And woman's form in grace celestial glowing ; 
The monuments of greatness long passed by ; 
Existing greatness whjch yet greets the eye : 
These have enkindled all the poet's fire, 
And waked the golden heart-entrancing lyre. 

Hafiz ! thy soul from out that lyre has spoken, (1) 
But she has fled, and all its stringa are broken ; 
In yon cold sepulchre thy harp is laid, 
Where the bright marble decks the cypress shade. 
Thy country is a garden ; but the vale 
(Whose honied flowers and blossoms never fail) 
Of sweet Schiraz, than all is more divine ; 
Of that bright spot, the brightest spot is thine. 
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Death, who robs others, to thy relics gave 
A seat in Eden, — name it not a grave ! 
That garden does not scent of mouldering clay ; 
No particle of thee can know decay. 
More than Arabian perfumes load the air ; 
More than the harmony of earth is there ; 
Admiring thousands tread that hallowed ground ; 
There thy immortal melodies resound. 

Aararat in the distance I descry, 
In vast and venerable majesty ; 
Appareled in a robe of spotless white, 
She towers above Mont Blanc's celestial height. 
To her the saints' felicity is given, 
To hold communion with the courts of heaven, 
While seated on the earth. Amid the Flood, 
That wrecked the human race, unmoved she stood : 
From out that mighty bath, she rose more fair ; 
The herald-dove was first received by her; 
The Ark, long o'er a shoreless Ocean driven, 
She gladly welcomed to her aerial haven ; 
She to the second father of our race 
Gave, from the Deluge, his first resting place ; 
And the bright bow of Grace her head displayed, 
When God his covenant with Noah made. 

Arabia's consecrated realm I see ; 
I see a vision of antiquity ; 
k2 
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TV Almighty's footsteps on this land appear, 

The thunders of his voice methinks I hear. 

From out the whirlwind here to Job he spoke, 

Whose eye beheld him, while with dread he shook ; 

Here, on Mount Horeb, Moses heard his name 

By God resounded from the mystic flame. 

Here at the foot of Sinai 1 may stand, 

As did the Israelites at His command, 

Who there, enrobed in fire and clouds, descended, 

While lightnings, thunders, his high throne defended ; 

While quaked the mountain ; while the trumpet's voice 

Pierced through the awfully tumultuous noise, 

Loud and distinct, and terrible to hear, 

And all th' assembled tribes o'erwhelmed with fear ; 

When condescended the Eternal One 

To make his everlasting edicts known. 

O how those laws transcend all laws which man 

Has promulgated since the world began ! 

Moses was learned in all th' Egyptian lore, 

But no true wisdom glittered in that store ; 

The science of the earth could never find 

The one eternal, immaterial Mind. 

The world's creation was beyond its reach ; 

The sabbath's sanctity it could not teach, 

Nor could Idolatry true morals preach. 

God only could himself to man reveal, 

And show him the foundations of his weal. 
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This knowledge, once imparted, had been lost, 
Save what the chosen race themselves could boast ; 
And they (a few except) corrupt were grown, 
And to the host of heaven and beasts bowed down 
In shameless worship ; while the righteous few 
Imperfectly the will of Heaven knew. 
Sinai alone relumed the glorious light, 
Without which earth bad sunk in endless night. 

Here frank, courageous, heedless Esau reigned, 
Who sold his birthright and a kingdom gained. 
Midst rocks and mountains Idumea rose 
And bade defiance to encircling foes, 
From age to age ; till, as the prophet spoke, 
She that inhabited the hill and rock, 
And on the eagle's height had built her nest, 
By Heaven's command, in dust laid down her crest. 
Her once proud capital now let me trace ; 
On Selah's beauteous relics let me gaze : 
Encompassed by a multitude of hills 
The bosom of a lonely vale it fills, 
Unseen, till late, but by the Arab's eye, 
Who, with his camel, careless passed it by. 
A narrow way, like that the Christian treads, 
And which to heaven's eternal city leads, 
Conducts the pilgrim to the glorious spot ; 
Of which no sooner has a glimpse been caught, 
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Than every toil by rapture is overpaid ; 
A banquet for the soul here stands displayed. 
Grandeur enthroned on every rock he sees ; 
Sees temples, mausoleums, palaces, 
Whose walls, roofs, pillars, architraves, domes, spires, 
With every ornament that Taste requires, 
Sprang from their parent-rocks entire, sublime, 
With strength to wrestle with and conquer Time : 
No joint nor. seam the matchless fabrics bear, 
Nor mine nor forest stores were needed there. 
The city yet remains, not mouldered down ; 
Its rock-hewn edifices not o'erthrown : 
The city yet remains ; but where are they, — 
The great, the brave, the beautiful, the gay ? 
I see the numerous mansions of the dead ; 
But tell me, whither have the living fled ? 
Their gorgeous, excavated Temple stands, 
And admiration from all eyes commands ; 
But where are now the worshippers, the priests, 
The incense, and the sacrificial feasts ? 
There stands, as erst, the once thronged Theatre, 
But no applauding multitude I hear ; 
Silence alone walks over the sad scene, 
Marked by the feet of mirth-inspiring men. 
I see the Palace ; let me see the King ; 
Before my view the Dukes of Edom bring. 
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I see the Halls where banquetted the great, 
And where in council potent Princes sate, 
At whose behest their tens of thousands rose, 
In martial pomp, to deal upon their foes 
The lightning of their wrath ; but now the shield 
Is raised no more ; there is no hand to wield 
The sword or spear ; no banner lifts its head ; 
Kings, princes, soldiers, people, all have fled, 
And Selah is become the City op the Dead ! 

Egypt ! once lovely daughter of the Nile, 
Of youth and joy thou hast not now the smile ; 
But though Time's furrows sit upon thy brow, 
Yet can we trace thy early beauty now. 
Thy majesty, thy wisdom and thy might. 
That made thee both the envy and delight 
Of all the nations ; thou art glorious yet, 
And like the Sun ere yet his orb has set. 
When he from his great altitude descends, 
And to th' horizon of the west he tends ; 
Where sun-beams blazed, the lengthened shadows fling, 
Wide o'er the landscape, their obscuring wing ; 
No more, illumed with golden light divine, 
The flowery meads and plains and valleys shine ; 
On some far eminence, some tower, or hill, 
Alone, he beams with noontide splendour still : 
But mark his station in the western sky ! 
Mark the transcendent lustre of each dye 
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With which he paints the heavens ; does he not now, 
Although he dazzles less, more beautifully glow ? 
And thou, O Egypt ! though thy shadows spread, 
And thy meridian loveliness is fled, 
Art still bewitching : many a lingering ray 
Shows how resplendent was thy early day. 
Thy name with Glory's is identified, 
And Immortality sits at thy side. 

How glitters Egypt on th' historic page ! 
Before the siege of Troy, she, many an age, 
Had flourished and the heights of Glory won, 
And her great works in pristine splendour shone. 
Here Joseph ruled, who as a slave was sold ; 
( Who can the ways of Providence unfold ? ) 
And those who sold him, by dire Famine led, 
Were, from his hand, constrained to beg their bread ; 
Here Jacob and his sons a nation grew, 
Who all the bitterness of bondage knew ; 
Here Heaven-protected Moses had his birth, 
And hence his groaning countrymen led forth ; 
Here Alexander sojourned ; hither came 
Joseph and Mary, with the Child whose name 
Transcends all other names in earth or heaven, — 
( The Son of God) by Herod's vengeance driven ; 
Here Ceesar, Pompey, Antony abode ; 
This soil Napoleon and his army trode ; 
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Here Nelson conquered, Abercromby fell ; 
But this illustrious list I need not swell. 

Philae and Thebes in ruins, O survey ! 
Mark well their architectural display ! 
Mountains removed, in grand assemblage here, 
The forms of temples, columns, statues bear. 
Thy wondrous statue, Memnon ! though cast down; 
Though fragments of it o'er the waste are strown ; 
Exhibits yet a prodigy of Art, 
And Earth can not produce its counterpart. 
'Tis said that sweetest melodies it poured, 
Soon as the Sun above the mountains soared, 
And shed his beams upon it ; like the notes 
Which the glad Harp upon the ether Boats, 
When touched by hands divine : O ! rather say, 
Invisible Apollo there would stay, 
And sooth the monarch's soul with rapturous lays, 
Until the Sun withdrew his latest rays. 

If Thebes a million warriors from her gates 
Sent out to do the bidding of the Fates, 
( And this is by hex relics not belied) 
What must have been this kingdom's ancient pride ! 
Memphis has vanished : she in Thebes alone 
Would, in her glorious day, a rival own : 
Laid in the dust, her bright remains were sent 
To form the new- raised city's ornament. 
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Thou, Alexandria, too, how low thou art ! 
And must all grandeur ever thus depart ? 
Ye dead within the Pyramids, awake ! 
Ye Catacombs, your torpid tenants shake ! 
Come forth ye kings, philosophers arid priests, 
Ye long- lost millions,— chase away those beasts 
That now infest, degrade and spoil your land, 
And let them feel your strong avenging hand ; 
Reinstate the structure of your former power, 
And let your vanished cities once more tower ; 
Bid Learning flourish, and your god-like men 
Receive due honours at your hands again. 
Arise and dazzle earth, your temples rear ; 
But let them be from all pollution clear; 
Cast down their idols ; make them an abode 
Worthy the presence of the one true God ; 
So shall his indignation burn no more, 
Nor the sad land her destiny deplore. 

Afric ! around thy shore I meant to sail, 
And the pure Ocean-breeze again inhale ; 
But tedious were the voyage, and what delight 
Couldst thou impart ? what object to the sight 
Couldst thou present, the soul to gratify ? 
Who could behold thee with a tearless eye ? 
Thy monster-breeding soil I would not mourn, 
Nor blighting skies which as a furnace burn ; 
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Thy children's dusky hue would grieve me not ; 
Why upon these should I bestow a thought ? 
Though scorching sandy deserts spread around, 
Full many a verdant, flowery tract is found 
Within thy borders ; — many a land is there 
Which with thy ancient Egypt may compare : 
She, in defiance of her flaming skies 
And arid plains, to eminence could rise. 
Through thy domains flows many a mighty river ; 
Then why shouldst thou sit desolate for ever ? 
Does Nile alone with bright abundance bless ? 
Is Niger dry, or is his bounty less? 
Though in thy forests poisonous serpents coil, 
And predatory beasts invade thy soil, 
Has man not power sufficient to destroy 
The savage tribes that dare his home annoy ? 
Or were his sinews and his skill designed 
To work alone the ruin of his kind ? 
And though thy sons display the Ethiop dye, 
Is that a blemish or calamity ? 

O yes ! His their misfortune some suppose, 
Who to this cause attribute all their woes ; 
But I do not ; for, were their skins like snow, 
It would not, in the least, assuage their woe. 
'Tis not the jetty outside those men prize 
Who steal thy sons to glut their avarice ; 
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For, if by miracle they changed their hue, 
Their vile kidnappers, to their calling true, 
(Whose hearts are blacker than the skins of them 
Whom to perpetual bondage they condemn) 
Would make thy people still their merchandise, 
And gaze delighted on their agonies. 
Slave-dealers are not nice about a shade, 
But in their fathers or their sons would trade, 
Were they permitted. Whites have oft been sold : 
(What guilt would man not plunge into for gold ?) 
This is an ancient crime : th' Egyptians kept 
The Jews in bondage ; and in bonds they wept, 
When they at Babylon poured that melting strain 
Which their celestial Oracles contain. 
Grecians and Romans, though professedly free, 
Were zealots in the cause of slavery. 
The Greeks, at length, entrapped at Syracuse, (2) 
For once endured, themselves, the very woes 
Which they so oft inflicted ; — in the mine, 
By retribution just, condemned to pine. 

Thy children's wrongs, — 'tis these I chiefly mourn, 
Which misnamed Christians treat with brutal scorn ; 
Denying, with the insolence of pride, 
Their untaught brethren are to them allied. 
They never heard, or they would fain forget, 
Within thy bounds how many a glorious state 
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Of old has flourished : Egypt was thy own ; 
Thy sun on Carthage and Numidia shone, 
And many a realm beside now scarcely known. 
Menes, Sesostris, Cheops sprang from thee, 
And Hannibal, the scourge of Italy. 

But take, in their degraded state, thy race, 
Midst superstitions which the soul debase ; 
To Ashantee repair; (3) their works survey ; 
(A land unknown until the present day) 
Its capital, its king, its lords, behold ; 
Its warriors in the field adroit and bold ; 
In useful arts its dusky people skilled. 
Who weave to admiration, dye and build ; 
As goldsmiths, potters, tanners, who excel, 
And instrumental music know full well. 
From their own native genius sprang their arts, 
And were not introduced from foreign parts ; 
Of want of intellect no proof they give : 
Were they as beasts of burden born to live ? 

All must their moral character deplore ; 
But what was seen within the British shore 
Ere Caesar landed ? Were not Britons then 
As much polluted as those swarthy men, 
With bloody rites ? Was that a lawful plea 
For dooming us to foreign slavery ? 
When Heaven's own light upon our blest isle shone, 
No more was heard the human victim's groan : 
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O ! give the Africans that light to see, 
And every demon from their land will flee. 

Egypt I leave ; I see the neighbouring shore, 
Where Asia listens to the billows' roar 
From her Phoenician cliffs — The Moslem sway 
The brightest regions of the earth obey ; 
All that the great Creator made most fair, 
And all that claimed his most peculiar care ; 
With all that human genius could produce, 
And make subservient to delight or use, 
Were once assembled in the lands which now, 
Within this coast, beneath a sceptre bow, 
That is (like Moses' plague-producing rod) 
The source of ruin and the scourge of God. 

Jordan, Euphrates, Tigris, yet are flowing ; 
Th3 Sun that gilded Babylon is glowing ; 
Nature has not forgotten to create ; 
Her hand still bears the citron, fig and date. 
But where is man, and where his cities, now } 
Is all the pride of Babylon laid low ? 
Was she not safe within her triple wall ? 
Girt round with towers, was she yet doomed to fall ? 
O ! could not Belus * vindicate his power, 
And on her enemies destruction shower ? 

* The golden god of the Babylonians. 
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Where is the hall in which Belshazzar sate, 

Amidst his thousand lords, in royal state, 

His wives and concubines ? — who quaffed their wine 

From gold and silver chalices divine, 

Once consecrated to the living God, 

And which in his all-glorious Temple stood ; 

Till Babylonia's predatory bands 

Defiled them with their sacrilegious hands. 

Once, in the city's pendent gardens laid 

On beds of flowers, beneath the orange shade, 

Kings, queens and princes, passed the sultry hour, 

In all the gay magnificence of power. 

Fountains, from purest marble, played around, 

And Love and Joy danced o'er the fairy ground ; 

While harp and lute, and voice more sweet, were heard, 

With the glad song of each melodious bird. 

Bowls, gem-embossed, poured out the purple tide, 

And fruits by hands of angels were supplied. 

How was the city with proud millions swoin ! 

But Babylon the Great, alas ! is fallen. 

Her temples, gardens, palaces, are gone ; 

There is not left a column nor a stone. 

Where monarchs dwelt, jackals and lions hide; 

From the dread spot the Arab turns aside ; 

And bitterns mourn amidst the sedges green 

And pools of water that o'erspread the scene. 
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One tree alone the desert place can shew, 
Which in the city's beauteous gardens grew ; 
It sighs unceasingly to every blast, 
And seems to weep the fate of greatness past 

And where is Ninevkh, scarce less renowned, 
Whose mighty walls were three days' journey round? 
Empires are not destroyed without a cause : 
Will God not execute his righteous laws 
Against an impious monarch and his state, 
When their iniquity becomes too great ; 
When Virtue to her native heaven flies, 
And Earth, oppressed by Crime, for Vengeance cries ? 
One messenger to Nineveh was sent, 
Whose voice induced the city to repent ; 
But, when the threatened judgment was delayed, 
Vice o'er the town once more her flag displayed. 
Was not the monarch virtuous, wise and great ? 
And could he not avert his country's fate ? 
Could he not Wrong and Violence restrain ? 
Would not his subjects, with their blood, maintain 
His bless'd supremacy against all those 
Whom unpropitious Fortune made his foes ? 
Could Vice and her vile train unpunished go ? 
Could Virtue pine in poverty and woe ? 
Behold the man, the master of a throne, 
Assyria's monarch, reckless of his crown, 
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His empire's honour and his people's weal, 
From all the duties of his station steal ! 
No more his sceptre 'tis his pride to wield ; 
No more his foes he chases from the field ; 
Give Sardanapalus his roseate wines ; 
Place him amidst his blooming concubines ; 
No more does he the scarlet robe desire ; 
See him arrayed in feminine attire ; 
The sceptre for the spinning- wheel resigned :— 
It would not trouble his abandoned mind, 
If he beheld his kingdom overflowed 
With rivers of his wretched subjects' blood. 
The foe is at the gate, — and Death is there ! 
Does he to guard his people now prepare ? 
O no ! the dastard dares not meet the foe ; 
He takes no measure to avert the blow. 
Behold a pyre within his palace rise ! 
On this, amidst his concubines, he lies, — 
His eunuchs and his treasures. — All is lost ! 
He fires the palace and gives up the ghost I 
A wretch he lived ; — a greater wretch he dies, 
And proud Assyria one vast ruin lies. 

Where now is Troy, except on Homer's page ? 
And glorious Tyre has felt the conqueror's rage ; 
Her merchant-princes are no longer seen ; 
Her ruins bear the nets of fishermen. 
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Zenobia's beauteous city is o'erthrown, 
And Baalbec's temples o'er the waste are strown ; 
Diana's is no more (th' Ephesians' boast) 
And Bagdad's greatness is for ever lost. 

Another sight behold ! The dark Dead Sea, 
Hemmed in by frowning mountain-scenery. 
There man, or beast, or bird, has no abode ; 
It stands an image of the wrath of God. 
No silver fins within its waters spread ; 
The bitter, saline lake is truly dead. 
The Cities of the Plain there lie entombed, 
"Which, for their flagrant wickedness, were doomed 
To sink beneath th' Almighty's vengeful fire, 
When ten ju3t men might have appeased his ire. 

Here Palbstina spreads her mournful charms, 
And still with rapture every bosom warms : 
Beside her own Jerusalem she weeps, 
Which from her sons a hateful Alien keeps : 
Beside a palm-tree's withered trunk reclined, 
Her ancient grandeur rushes on her mind. 
She sings th' achievements of her glorious day, 
In many a wild and melancholy lay : 
How Joshua here eternal glory won, 
At whose command stood still the swift-orbed Sun. 
How Sampson, to the Philistines betrayed, 
Was, blind and fettered, to their Temple led, 
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And 'twixt its pillars placed, their jest to be, 

Whilst they, in honour of their deity, 

(The idol Dagon) held a festal rout, 

And deeply drank amidst the laugh and shout ; 

When he his might to his oppressors showed ; 

His neck, with awful energy, he bowed, 

And seized the pillars : down the Temple rushed, 

And thousands 'neath its massive walls lay crushed. 

She sings Goliath by her David slain, 
And all the triumphs of that monarch's reign : 
How Solomon the Morian temple reared ; 
How long it flourished, how it disappeared. 
But here her strain more melancholy grows, 
While many a stream adown her pale cheek flows : 
Her breast she smites, her lovely tresses tears, 
And dust and ashes on her head she bears. 

Joy now again lights up her azure eye, 
Which she directs towards the glowing sky : 
All beauties in her countenance are blended ; 
She sings of Him who has on high ascended ; 
Whose birth was chorused by angelic bands ; 
Whose star was seen in distant eastern lands ; 
Who left his throne in heaven, the world to save ; 
Who suffered, died, and lay within the grave ; 
Who conquered Death and Hell, and rose again, 
At God's right hand eternally to reign. 
l 2 
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" What though," she cries, " rank weeds my fields 
oppress, 
And all my towns are dens of wretchedness ; 
Though David's harp and Isaiah's seraph-song 
Resound no more, my echoing hills among ; 
Although my fig-trees and my olives fail, 
And my vines languish in each weeping vale ; 
Though on Gennesaret the fisher's lay, 
That charmed my halcyon days, has died away ; 
Yet God my sons' captivity will turn ; 
Again shall incense on his altars burn ; 
My own lmmanuel will from heaven descend, 
On Zion reign, and all my sorrows end !" 
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My native long-lost Europe now I greet, 
Of all I prize on earth the favoured seat. 
Here pure Religion has secured her sway ; 
Here Freedom triumphs over Tyranny ; 
Here Wisdom, banished from her native East, 
Has long been honoured as a God-like guest. 
She found a savage race, a desert drear, 
Where sages now and blooming realms appear ; 
"While oriental states by her forsaken, 
By swift-paced Ruin have been overtaken. 
One realm alone (the one I now survey) 
Has long refused her dictates to obey, 
And man is doomed the penalty to pay. 
The land of Homer has no living lyre ; 
No hero there unsheaths his sword of fire, 
As at Thermopylae, and Marathon : 
Is this the land of Philip's martial son ? 
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There lie the ashes of Demosthenes, 
And death-struck Eloquence beside him lies. 
Philosophy no martyr now can boast ; 
The chisel of Praxitiles is lost, (1) 
And pencil of Apelles, (2) with the art 
That to a form of marble could impart 
A soul immortal ; and on canvass place 
All Nature's works, in all their living grace. 
Yes ! all the glory of old Greece is dead, 
And what, alas ! do we behold instead ? 
Save a mere fragment of the classic soil, 
Redeemed of late from tyranny and spoil, 
Greece to barbarians lies a wretched prey, 
And Freedom's noblest sons their homage pay 
To earth's worst despots, ignorant and vain 
Vicious and cruel ; who their rule maintain 
By laws more terrible than Draco made, (3) 
Whose every statute was in blood displayed. 
Here over ruined states the Sultan reigns, 
Who, to enrich his loathsome palace, drains 
His groaning provinces. His sword is law, 
Which on his people he, at will, may draw : 
When he decrees, well pleased the wretches die, 
And hope, thus sent, to Paradise to fly. 
O ! what a creed was by Mahomet made, 
To aid the tyrant's desolating trade ; 
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And what a heaven his followers hope to gain, 

Who, with their swords, his principles maintain ! 

Celestial joy to man alone is given ; 

Again from Paradise is woman driven : . 

Though an Elysium she has made below, 

To that above she must not hope to go ! 

But, if with truth the Koran paints the place, 

She needs not grieve ; 'twould her blight soul disgrace 

If one sex only future bliss attain, 

I fear proud man must out of heaven remain ; 

For, where one woman walks from good astray, 

A hundred men pursue the downward way. 

Constantinople's glowing charms behold ! 
Her domes and spires o'erlaid with flaming gold, 
As if the wealth of worlds were thither rolled. 
Her mirror is the Bosphorus, and she 
Delights her form reflected there to see ; 
And, as a thousand barks before her glide, 
She, from her height, looks down with all the pride 
Of some bewitching maid, of conquest sure, 
Whom to behold is also to adore. 
No European trait her aspect bears, 
But the rich Asiatic glow it wears : 
An Indian beauty upon Europe's shore, 
towards the East she gazes evermore, 
As if she longed across the strait to flee, 
And on her own congenial soil to be. 
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This is the fair for whom great Constantine 
Could all the charms of lovely Rome resign ; 
Who, thus deserted, soon became the prize 
Of his barbaric northern enemies. 
This eastern beauty, too, was doomed to be 
Possessed by ancient Rome's last enemy. 
The gaudy, sceptered Ottoman survey 
Within his vast, magnificent Serai : (4) 
A labyrinth of palaces is there, 
And all the splendours of the earth appear. 
There Prodigality no more can do, 
T'enhance the cost or brilliance of the show. 
And there, within the Sultan's gilded cage, (5) 
The lovely of the earth (who might engage 
All Europe's chivalry to set them free) 
Are doomed the monarch's hopeless slaves to be. 
Oh I Beauty's fatal gift their curse has proved, 
From home, from friends and lovers, far removed 
By some fell man in human flesh who deals, 
And, for his villany, no vengeance feels ; 
But soon the bolt will on his head descend ; 
His guilty traffic will in torture end. 

I see a beauteous girl by ruffians seized, 
While roving o'er her native fields well pleased ; 
Her cheeks the bloom of Paradise display ; 
The mountains echo to her joyous lay, — 
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(Her song of true love and of happiness !) 
Soon, soon, she hopes her lover to caress; 
The wonted evening-hour of bliss draws near, 
And at that hour he must, he will, be there. 
Upon a gentle eminence she stands ; 
Her lover's distant dwelling it commands ; 
Thither alone she bends her sparkling eyes, 
And soon the darling of her heart descries, 
In his most trim array ; he hastens on 
With a bright posy for his beauteous-one. 
Her waving kerchief he afar perceives ; 
And she her station on the hillock leaves, 
Swift as a fawn, her soul's desire to meet, 
And, on his arm, seek some beloved retreat ; 
For neither would exchange an hour spent there, 
The Sultan's gem-decked diadem to wear. 

If Joy beyond the gates of heaven be known, 
She is not in the precincts of a throne; 
She is not where proud coronets are worn ; 
(Oft from their glittering circlet peeps the thorn) 
She does not sit beside the miser's treasure ; 
She does not dwell with her the world calls Pleasure ; 
She is not at the ball, nor masquerade, 
Nor at the banquet, nor the gay parade : 
An Opera singer's voice she never heard ; 
She never threw a die, nor played a card ; 
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But she is ever in the blest retreat 

Where Virtue reigns, and, in communion sweet, 

The eyes, the hearts, the souls, of lovers meet. 
But Ada shrieks ! two horsemen seize the fair, 

And, with her, in an instant, disappear ! 

But not before a bail, by Seiim shot, 

One villain to the earth has nearly brought : — 

It pierced his turban, but it did no more, 

And Seiim stands his fortune to deplore ; 

But Vengeance quickly flashes from his eye ; 

He swears to rescue Ada or to die. 

His plan is formed ; to horse he also flies, 

And rides as if to make the world his prize : 

Constantinople is his destined goal ; 

He knows that those his peerless maid who stole 

Conveyed her thither ; but he comes too late 
T'avert the sequel of her adverse fate. 
On the slave-mart already she has stood, 
Where in her veins congealed her precious blood, 
And her flesh quivered ; while a callous crowd, 
With fiend-born jests and exclamations loud, 
The price demanded for the heart-rent maid : 
This by the Sultan's myrmidons was paid ; 
And now she enters at the palace gate, 
Half dead with fright, her destiny to wait ; 
Through galleries and rooms of state she goes, 
Where every wall with pearl and jasper glows ; 
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A lofty matron onward leads the fair, 
Who, as a princess decked, must soon appear 
In jewelled splendour : — not alone is she, 
But one amidst a numerous company 
Of bright-eyed damsels, from their parents torn, 
The wretched Signor's harem to adorn. 
To dress, to dance, to sing, is their employ ; 
To meet their tyrant with a smile of joy, 
And worship at his feet, while Hatred dwells 
In every breast, and every heart rebels. 
To share with hundreds his detested love, 
And not to speak, nor look, nor think, nor move, 
But as their haughty master may decree ; < 

Oh ! this is penance, — this is misery. 
'Tis torture to review the happy past, 
And all the future is with woe o'ercast. 
Here Ada stands a statue of Despair; 
Her death-clad cheeks, her joyless eye3, declare 
The ravages of Grief within that breast, 
In costliest gems and bright embroidery drest. 
The Sultan comes ! (he has not seen her yet) 
And all prepare their sovereign lord to greet ; 
With a cold, supercilious air he sees 
A thousand beauties on their bended knees ; 
He bids them rise, he bids the lute resound, 
The dance commence ; and, as they lightly bound, 
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His eyes inquisitive on Ada's light ; 
Of all bis slaves she seems to him most bright; 
The female throng he summons her to leave, 
And, in retirement, his commands receive. 
Her trial is at hand ! she swoons, she falls ! 
For instant aid th' astonished Sultan calls ; 
But (unexpected sight !) an armed band 
Now on the threshold of the harem stand, 
With unsheathed scimitars; — a moment more, 
And the Grand Signor's tyranny is o'er. 
His body on the Bosphorus is thrown ; 
His head upon the palace gates is shown ; 
And Selim, foremost in that day's alarms, 
His faithful Ada bears in his fond arms ! 

But how came he among the daring crew. 
The traitor- sword who on their sovereign drew > 
When Ada's fate he learnt by sure report, 
He sought, without delay, the Sultan's Court ; 
His noble figure gained him access there, 
And won attention to his earnest prayer, 
To be enrolled among the gallant men 
Who stood the safeguard of their Sovereign. 
He was enrolled, and Disaffection's breath 
Quickly assured him that the Signor's death 
Had by the Janissaries been decreed, ( 6 ) 
And that the hour approached when he must bleed. 
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The infection now the very guards had caught, 
And Selim's aid assiduously was sought 
The Sultan in his harem to surprise, 
That to the throne a favourite chief might rise. 
Th' attack was made ; the tyrant was removed, 
And Selim bore away his own beloved. 
This was his cherished and his only aim : 
They fled ; — sweet Ada soon his bride became ; 
Their native fields they unmolested trode, 
And Happiness with them made her abode. 

Italia ! all perfections meet in thee, — 
Beauty and Glory and Sublimity : 
Great Nature here her masterpiece has wrought, 
And all her wondrous works together brought. 
Who these has seen no further needs to go, 
For the wide world has nothing more to show : 
There man may gaze upon Mont Blanc's vast height, 
Whilst at her side he dwindles to a mite : 
'Twill do him gocd his littleness to see ; 
'Twill teach a lesson of humility. 
To climb her peak will not augment his fame ; 
Is there a worm that cannot do the same ? 

Vesuvius flames, and Naples and its bay 
Glare with the redness of the Judgment-day; 
The frightened Earth and Sea and City quake ; 
The scared inhabitants their homes forsake ; 
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They see the fiery deluge rushing on, 
And threatening to inter their beauteous town : 
Such was Pompeii's, Herculaneam'3, doom ; 
For ages hidden in earth's dreary womb. 

Rivers, cascades and lakes their charms combine, 
With thy bright soil, to render thee divine ; 
And seas in all their grandeur circle thee, 
O ever- fascinating Italy ! 
All brilliance is thy sky ; thy air perfume ; 
Thy sounds all music and thy meads all bloom. 
Such is the land from Nature as it came, 
'Twas, sure, designed the residence of Fame ; 
No race ignoble could the soil possess ; 
'Twas meant some glorious tribe of men to bless. 
Such were its people ; Earth confessed their sway : 
To Rome repair, their monuments survey : 
These speak their noble minds, their deathless deeds ; 
Their praise to sound, it no historian needs. 
Their structures yet remain in every land ; 
In Asia, Afric, their adorning hand 
Is yet conspicuous ; ev'n the desert bare 
Proclaims, " The conquering Rome has* been here !" 

But are Italia's sons degenerate grown ? 
Around her brows has glory never shone 
Since her imperial days ? O say it not ! 
Shall Venice and Genoa be forgot ? 
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Does Rome pontifical no wonder draw, 

Who gave all Europe and her princes law ? 

From :Gothic darkness whence arose the San 

Of Art and Science," which o'er Europe shone ? 

Shall we, to every merit blind, decry 

The land where Dante, Tasso, Petrarch lie? 

Shall we not honour Galileo's dust, 

And to Columbus' parent-earth be just? 

Shall Painting, Sculpture, not their rights demand, 

And raise to glory their adopted land ? 

Shall Architecture, in her last retreat, 

And Music's voice beyond conception sweet; — 

Shall these not from the world due honours claim, 

And to the skies exalt Italia's name ? 

To deeds of blood shall we all fame award, 

And Rome's pacific triumphs disregard ? 

In arts like these does not her genius shine, 

More than in slaughtering millions on the Rhine ? 

From thy long lethargy awake, O Spain ! 
And take thy place among the great again. 
How bright* thy annals in the days of yore ! 
How fled before thy sons the conquering Moor, 
Who had for ages as thy master reigned, 
But whose base sway thy children had disdained, 
Choosing to dwell thy mountain clefts among 
Rather than yield to Saracenic wrong ; 

M 
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Their faith resign, Mahomet's name invoke. 
And, for the love of pleasure, wear a yoke, 
Though wrought of gold ! No! they the foe defied : 
The kingdom he usurped his own blood dyed. 

What glories followed ! Spain the New World found, 
And Ferdinand and Isabel were crowned 
Its rightful sovereigns ; and Old Ocean now 
To their bright sceptre was well pleased to bow. 
Charles carried to its height Iberia's fame, 
And England trembled at proud Philip's name ; 
But, vanquished by the royal English Maid, 
His country's greatness rapidly decayed. 
Her wealthy colonies but made her poor, 
Like Midas pining midst his golden store ; 
The people by her monarchs were despised, 
And all their liberties were sacrificed ; 
The Inquisition reared its horrid head, 
And racks and faggots o'er the land were spread : 
War on the rights of Conscience was declared ; 
Love, Justice, Truth and Mercy disappeared ; 
Crushed was the native vigour of the mind ; 
The people were to ignorance consigned ; 
Till half barbarians they, at length, became, 
And Glory owned no more the Spanish name. 

But Spain shall yet be free, be great, be blessed ; 
She was not meant by slaves to be possessed : 
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What though her golden colonies are gone? 
Could they boast mountains richer than her own ? 
What flocks and herds are on her green sides lowing ! 
What bounteous streams through her rich vales are 

flowing ! 
How the grape blushes, how the wine-press flows ! 
How every luscious fruit spontaneous grows! 
How lpves the Ocean in her bays to sport ! 
How crowd his sons to each rejoicing port ! 
With monuments of Art how shines the land ! 
The Roman, Goth, and Moor's creating hand, 
In beauty and magnificence, is seen, 
And tells of men who are not, but have been. 
Survey their works and emulate their fame, 
Degenerate Spaniards ! Once more let your name 
Be honoured on the earth ; again be free ; 
To despots bend no more the trembling knee. 
Your kings, your priests, your nobles still revere, 
But let them rule by love, and not by fear : 
Guard, with your lives, their rights, and guard your own ; 
And let the Church, the Cottage, and the Throne 
Share your protection ; all will then be well, 
And Glory in your borders ever dwell. 

And Lusitania too has had her day ; 
But now there scarce remains a single ray, 
Her darkness to redeem. Though small her state, 
Her enterprising offspring made her great : 
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'Twas they explored the unknown Indian Main, 
Led on by'Gama and his glorious train. 
Their daring efforts Commerce smiling saw, 
And, as they coasted Western Africa, 
The natives hailed them as a race of gods, 
Just now descended from the blest abodes, 
And Indus bade them welcome to her shores, 
And to their view revealed her boundless stores. 
Great Albuquerque immortal laurels gained, 
And his loved country's eminence maintained ; 
Her glories Camoens to his song transferred, 
Which to eternal ages shall be heard. 

While conquering Time with ruin marks his way ; 
While empires sink and pryramids decay ; 
While records perish in barbaric flame, 
And while Oblivion triumphs over Fame ; 
Time, Death, Oblivion spare the poet's strain ; 
And while the earth, the sun, the stars remain ; 
It must endure : it will not, cannot die, 
Till Time is swallowed by Eternity. 

This kingdom's sway was in the New World known, 
But that vast empire from her grasp is gone; 
And she is abject and despised and poor, 
Whose mountains teem with every precious ore. 
Are not the waves of her own Tagus rolled 
(As Fame reports) o'er sands of glittering gold ? 
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Her grateful wines all other land$ supply, 
While, through privation, her own people die. 
Here Superstition rears her ghastly throne ; 
Freedom of thought and action is unknown : 
By " Acts* of Faith" how have the people bled ! 
For conscience'-sake how oft have they been le4# 
like cattle, to the slaughter ; and the flames 
Devoured their bodies* midst the loud acclaims 
Of savage priests, who to perdition doomed 
The souls of those whom their own fires consumed ! 

On such a day of blood (a calm, bright day), (7) 
The priests their victims were prepared to slay, 
To glorify their Saviour by the death 
Of those for whom he yielded qp his breath. 
But the destroying Angel was at ha»4 { 
A mighty earthquake shook the bigot land ; 
And Lisbon fejl to expiate the guilt 
Of those who had the blood of martyrs spilt. 

For England now I spread the joyful wing, 
And of the Ocean once more would J qing ; 
Fain to its 4eep recesses would I go, 
And to the world its varied wonders shqw* 
There other Alps and otjjer Andes vise, 
Whose peaks are veiled from all enquiring eyes ; 

* Auto-da-fe, or Act of faith, is their name for the burning qf 
heretics ; that is, in most cases, protestants. 
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There islands lie which never saw the sun, 

And other isles which once on earth were known, 

But long since sank beneath the treacherous flood, 

With man and all his works that on them stood ; 

There cities, built before the Deluge, lie, 

With temples and the seats of royalty ; 

But their inhabitants — how changed are they ! 

Where princes met, the wanton dolphins play. 

There ships of every nation, every age, 

Lie the sad records of the whirlwind's rage, 

With their rich freights, perchance of gems and gold ; 

(What countless treasures does the deep enfold !) 

There human skeletons in millions stay, 

Till the last trump shall summon them away ; 

There coral architects their scaffolds rear, 

And new worlds, founded on the waves, appear. 

The ocean-depths their coral forests hide, 

Within whose mazes green-eyed monsters glide ; 

And shells of every form, suspended there, 

The beauteous tints of fruits autumnal wear. 

With pearls the deep is paved ; — its mines how bright ! 

How would their stores the sons of men delight, 

Could they obtain them ! But in vain they sigh ; 

Beyond their grasp, beyond their ken, they lie. 

My voyage is o'er — my native land I gain ; 
In this blest isle O may I e'er remain ! 
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The joys that crown my home I'd not exchange 
Midst eastern groves and palaces to range, 
Were all those palaces and groves my own : 
On my bright hearth is fixed my chosen throne* 
I've sung of other lands ; my own I prize ; 
Beneath the cope of heaven no other lies 
Where, with Contentment, I could dwell till death : 
Where first I breathed, O ! let me yield my breath ; 
Amidst the circle whom I long have loved, 
Whose faith, like gold, has in the fire been proved; 
And, till my earthly pilgrimage is done, 
O may I see them duly as the sun ! 
With them the sweets of social life enjoy, 
And those pure pleasures which can never cloy : 
Creation's beauties which around me lie ; 
The scenes of earth, the glories of the sky. 

When, on a vernal or a summer's day, 
Far from the city I pursue my way, 
Where England's chequered landscapes greet the view, 
Beneath heaven's canopy of gold and blue ; 
Where the lark rises like the soul set free 
From all the shackles of mortality, 
And with a song of triumph mounts the skies ; 
When all its minstrelsy each warbler tries ; 
When Earth is clothed in universal green, 
And when, embroidered on her robe, is seen 
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Each flower to which the Sun has lent his hues, 
Which glitter gloriously through morning dews ; 
When hills and valleys, woods and groves appear; 
When brooks and rivers murmur in my ear ; 
When towers and lordly castles deck the scene, 
The yeoman's hall, the peasant's cot, between ; 
I feel not then of earth ; all soul, all eye, 
I yield myself to bliss, to extacy ! 

All hues of leaves and flowers O could I take, 
And of my lay a beauteous garland make ! 
Could I to that transfer their rich perfume, 
And cause them there immortally to bloom ! 
O could I catch the strain of every bird, 
And make its wild notes in my own be heard I 
O could I paint the earth, the sea, the sky j 
Their every glory show to every eye ; 
The day, the night, the seasons, thus potfrtray, 
And on my page all various Nat a re lay ! 
Without such power, what more than mortal vefse 
Can God's unrivalled workmanship rehearse ? 

At Nature's fount when I have had my fill, 
Let me, thou Lord of all ! obey thy will ; 
With those I love within the Temple bend, 
And, on the wings of Faith* to heaven asoerid ; 
Where, when our mortal frames resolve to dust, 
We hope to join th* assembly of the just. 
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Vo that bright region we are travelling fast ; 
,'\ thousand dangers are already past, 
Bu\ others are in view : — a crown to gain, 
Wh^ would not risk the peril and the pain, 
That kaay upon the tedious journey wait, 
Which he must take to reach his regal state ? 
Would mountains scare him or would floods affright ? 
Would heat by day, or chilling blasts by night ? 
Though in his road the ruthless robber lay, 
And beasts ferocious met him on his way, 
Would he turn back, by every sound alarmed ? 
Against all dangers would he not be armed ? 
Shall, then, the Christian yield his soul to fear, 
And in his glorious path not persevere, 
To whom an everlasting crown is given, 
For whom a kingdom is reserved in heaven ? 
Jn panoply divine, let him march on, 
Till every obstacle be overthrown, 
And every foe subdued : the prize is sure : 
Angels shall hail him more than conqueror. 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE FIRST. 



I. 

11 The Arctic Ocean not affording space, 

For half the swarms of that prolific race" 

Page 4. 

It has been computet! that if all the men in the world were to 
be loaded with herrings, they would not carry away a thousandth 
part of those which annually migrate from the Icy Sea. 

II. 

" But long ere Casar lived or Rome had birth, 

Ships from Phoenician ports had issued forth.* 1 

Page 6. 

It is supposed that the Phoenicians traded to Cornwall for tin 
before the Trojan war; and Mr Carne, the geologist, says that 
most probably the metal thus produced became a constituent part 
of the shield and helmet of Achilles, the Tabernacle of the Israel- 
ites, the purple of Tyre and the temple of Solomon. 

III. 

" The Magnet then its mystic power declared." 

Page7. 

About the year 1302 Flavio Gioja, of Naples, first applied the 
loadstone to the purposes of navigation. Till his time the needle 
was laid on a couple of pieces of straw, or small split sticks, in a 
Teasel of water, and thus pointed out the parts of the heavens. 
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Gioja introduced the improvement of suspending the needle in 
each a manner that it will point north under all circumstances. 
For this reason he is considered the inventor of the compass. 

IV. 
" An unknown world behold Columbus tread." 

Page 7. 
Columbus discovered the West Indies in the year 1492, and the 
discovery of the whole American continent was the consequence. 

V. 

" And Lusitania's sons to Indus led." 

Page 7. 
Vasco de Gama of Portugal, in 1498, discovered the passage to 
the East Indies by the Cape of Good Hope. 

VI. 

" See Numcz, with his brave exulting train, 
" In adoration view the Southern Main!" 

Page 7. 
Vasco Nunez de Balboa, a Spaniard, has the honour of this dis- 
covery. On the majestic prospect of the Southern Ocean bursting 
on his view, he sank upon bis knees and poured out thanks to 
God for being the first European to whom it was given to make 
that great discovery. He then addressed bis followers in these 
words, " Behold, my friends, that glorious sight which we have so 
much desired. Let us give thanks to God that he has granted as 
this great honour and advantage- Let us pray to him to guide 
and aid us to conquer the sea aud land which we have discovered, 
and which Chriitian has never entered to preach the holy doctrine 
of the Evangelists. As to yourselves, be as you have hitherto 
been, faithful and true to me, and by the favour of Christ, you 
will become the richest Spaniards that have ever come to the 
Indies, you will render the greatest services to your king that 
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ever vassal rendered to his lord, and you will have the eternal 
honour and advantage of all that is discovered, conquered, and 
converted to our holy Catholic faith." 

The Spaniards answered this speech by embracing Vasco 
Nunez, and promising to follow him to death. Among them 
was a priest named Andreo de Vara, who lifted up his voice and 
chanted Te Deurn laudamus, the usual anthem of Spanish dis- 
covery. The rest, kneeling down, joined in the strain with en- 
thusiasm and tears of joy ; and never did a more sincere oblation 
rise to the Deity from a sanctified altar than from that wild 
mountain summit. 

VII. 

" See theproqg Persian on his throne of state.** 

Page la 
The battle of Salamis was fought on the 20th October, 480 years 
B.C. Xerxes, king of Persia, had,invaded Greece with an amazing 
army, which the Greeks had de eated, with an inconsiderable 
force in the memorable action of Marathon. Xerxes was a witness 
of the naval engagement seated on a lofty throne on the top of 
Mouut .fEgialos. At the dawn of day the Greeks began their 
sacred hymns and paeans, which preceded their triumphant songs 
of war. A splendid Phoenician galley in the service of the Per- 
sians, of uncommon size and strength, far outstripped her com- 
panions in her eagerness for the conflict. An Athenian galley 
sailed forth to meet her. The first shock shattered her sculptured 
prow,— the second buried the pompous vessel in the waves. The 
Athenians, encouraged by this auspicious event, animated each 
other by a martial song: " Advance, ye sons of Athens; save 
your country, defend your wives and children, deliver the temples 
of your gods, regain the sacred tombs of your renowned fore- 
fathers: this day the common cause. of Greece demands your 
valour." The sequel appears in the text. 
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VIII. 

M On Jet turn's wave the battle fiercely glows." 

Page 14. 

The battle of Actium wai fought on the 2nd Sept., B C. 31, 
between the fleets of Augustus Caesar and Mark Antony, two of 
the most insidious and hypocritical usurpers that ever scourged 
mankind. Antony was a monster of vice and cruelty. He bad. 
the heads of his enemies brought to him in great numbers, even 
as he lay on his couch at his meals. That of Cicero, who had 
been assassinated by his order, was received by him with the joy 
of a cannibal. He gazed upon it with ferocious rapture, and 
ordered it, together with the hand, to be exposed on the rostrum 
from which this consummate orator had a? often declaimed, and 
where these mangled parts of his body were now exposed to the 
insults of the multitude that used to crowd with delight to his 
audience. 

Cleopatra, queen of Egypt, was Antony's concubine at this 
time, and accompanied him in the battle of Actium, — but she 
fled in the midst of it, and Antony soon followed, leaving his 
fleet to the mercy of the conquerors. 

IX. 

" Dire Persecution dropped his chains and fled, 

And Freedom — Conscience — raised the drooping head.** 

Page 16. 

I did not wish, in the text, to mar the unity of Queen Elisa- 
beth's character. Her reign was undoubtedly one of the moat 
brilliant in the annals of Englanp! ; but justice compels me to 
qualify the eulogiura I have pronounced on her. Circumstances 
placed her at the head of the Protestant cause in Europe at a 
most critical era, and no doubt we owe to her wise and energetic 
administration our deliverance from the meditated blow of Phi- 
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lip of Spain. But so inconsistent was this Princess, that whilst 
she resisted Catholic aggression, and put an end to Catholic per- 
secution, her treatment of her Protestant nonconformist subject! 
was atrocious. It is computed that more persons were slaugh- 
tered, on religious grounds alone, in one year of her reign, than 
bad been put to death, for all offences whatsoever, during the whole 
of the reign of Queen Mary, of bloody memory ! 

X. 

" Soon Nile, appalled, beholds the dreadful fight." 

Page 17. 

The battle of Aboukir, or the Nile, was fought on the 1st of 
August, 1798. 

XI. 

" Another sight survey ; — the flames enfold 

That gallant ship ; — now stand aghast the bold." 

Page 17. 

The French ship, the Orient, took fire, by the prodigious light 
ofsjwhich the situation of the two fleets could be distinctly seen 
from the minarets of Kosetta, a distance of 15 miles. 



NOTES TO CANTO THE SECOND. 

I. 

" The sight the Roman saw, they see in air, 

And 'By this conquer!' stiU emblazoned there." 

Page 30. 

Constantine, Emperor of Rome, while yet a pagan, was march- 
ing at the head of his troops towards Rome to engage the tyrant 
Maxentius. The sun was near setting, when, turning his eyes 

N 
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towards the vest, he beheld, just above the disc of the declining 
orb, a broad and luminous cross, on which were inscribed the 
words, " By this conqdeb ! " This remarkable sign was risible 
not only to himself, bat to the whole army. It is said that after- 
wards, whilst he was asleep, Christ appeared to him, bearing a 
cross like that which he had seen in the sky; and commanded 
him to frame one of the same shape, and use it for bis standard 
in battle. He therefore, the day following, caused a royal stand- 
ard to be made like the supernatural one he had beheld, and com- 
manded it to be carried before him in his wars. After this he 
made a public avowal of Christianity, and established it in the 
Empire. 

II. 

" Where now is Odin, terrible in war ? " 

Page 31. 

This paragraph refers to the Scandinavian mythology, once the 
religion of Sweden and other countries in the north of Europe. 

III. 

" While monkeys find on earth their heaven begun" 

Page 42 

Bishop Heber says (in speaking of Benares in India) " Mon- 
keys, sacred to Hunimaun, the divine ape who conquered Ceylon 
for Rama, are, in some parts of the town, very numerous, cling- 
ing to all the roofs and little projections of the temples, putting 
their impertinent hands into every fruiterer's or confectioner's 
shop, and snatching the food from the children at their meals." 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE THIRD. 
I. 

" By high examples led, at length they dared 

Iniquity's dread heights, " 

Page 53. 

To the eternal disgrace of the dignitaries of the Gallican Church 
Gobel, Jrchbishop of Paris, with other renegade bishops and 
clergy, appeared at the bar of the Convention, in 1793, stripped 
themselves of their sacerdotal garments, and declared that ihey 
rejected Christianity as a religion. Gobel, the next year, de- 
servedly perished on the scaffold. 

II. 

" Good Heaven ! Ois it true, ot but a dream. 

That Shafta late poured forth a lava stream f" 

Page 60. 

An eruption of the volcano of Skafta, situated to the north-east 
of Hecla, took place in 1783, and was the most tremendous of 
any recorded in history. It is said to have extended 60 miles in 
length and* 40 in breadth; dried up twelve rivers, and over- 
whelmed not only all the villages in its way, but likewise many 
hills. The perpendicnlar height of the sides of this current was 
from eighty to a hundred feet, so that the entire surface of the 
country was in a state of fluidity, and formed a laxe of fire, 
resembling a mass of melted metal. Skafta/ consists of twenty 
conical hills ; and these served as so many furnaces, from which 
the melted matter was discharged. Immense floods of red hot 
lava were poured down from the hills with amazing velocity, and 
spreading over the low country, burned up men, cattle, churches, 
houses, and everything they encountered in their progress; 
n2 
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Famine and pestilence succeeded this visitation ; and, within two 
years, not fewer than 9,336 human beings, 28,000 horses, 11,461 
head of cattle, and 190,488 sheep perished on the island; a very 
serious loss for so sterile and thinly populated a spot. 

III. 

"Here Geyser's boiling fountain seeks the sky." 

Page 62. 

At the distance of several miles, on turning round the foot of a 
high mountain, there may be descried, from the clouds of vapour 
rising and convolving in the atmosphere, the spot where one of the 
most magnificent and unparalleled scenes in nature is displayed ; 
wftere, bursting the parted ground, Great Geyser bursts on the 
astonished sight. Though surrounded by a great multiplicity of 
boiling springs and steaming apertures, the magnitude and grand- 
eur of which are inconceivable, the traveller feels at no loss in 
determining on which he is first to feast his wondering eyes. 
Near the northern extremity of the track, rises a large circular 
mound, formed by the depositions of the fountain, justly distin- 
guished by the name of the Great Geyser, from the middle of 
which a great degree of evaporation is visible. Ascending the 
rampart, a spacious basin appears at the feet, more than half filled 
with the most beautiful hot crystalline water, just moved by a 
gentle ebullition, occasioned by the escape of steam from a pipe 
or funnel in the centre. This is seventy-eight feet in perpendicu- 
lar depth; its diameter in general is from eight to ten feet; but 
near the mouth it gradually widens, and opens, almost impercep- 
tibly, into the basin, the inside of which exhibits a whitish sur- 
face, consisting of a flinty incrustation, which has been rendered 
almost perfectly smooth by the action of the boiling water. The 
diameter of the basin is fifty -six feet in one direction, and forty- 
six in another ; and, when full, it measures about four feet in 
depth from the surface of the water to the commencement of the 
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A slight concussion of the ground intimates that an eruption ia 
about to take place, accompanied, perhaps, by the throwing up of 
a few small jets. After some time had elapsed, some travellers 
counted five or six reports, that shook the mound on which they 
stood, but no remarkable jet followed : the water only boiled with 
great violence. Reports were afterwards heard, which were both 
louder and more numerous than any of the preceding, and exactly 
resembled the distant discharge of artillery. The mound now 
shook violently, and the fountain instantly exploded : the water 
rushed out of the pipe with amazing velocity, and was projected, 
by irregular jets, into the atmosphere, surrounded by immense 
volumes of steam, which, in a great measure, hid the column 
from the view. The first four or five jets were inconsiderable, 
not exceeding fifteen or twenty feet in height ; these were fol- 
lowed by one about fifty feet, which was succeeded by two or 
three considerably lower; after which came the last, exceeding 
all the rest in splendour, which rose to, at least, the height of 
seventy feet. Large stones, which had been previously thrown 
into the pipe, were ejaculated to a great height, especially one, 
which was thrown much higher than the water. The great body 
of the column, at least ten feet in diameter, rose perpendicularly, 
but was divided into a number of the most superb ramifications ; 
several smaller sproutings were severed from it, and projected in 
oblique directions, to the no small danger of the spectator, who 
is apt to get scalded, ere be is aware, by the falling jet. 

IV. 

" The hardy, gain-allured Batavians here 

Hoped (unblcst men !) a colony to rear." 

Page 64. 

The Dutch engaged in the whale fishery erected sheds and con- 
veniences on the Coast of Spitzbergen for boiling the oil from the 
fat of the whales, instead of barrelling it up to be boiled at home. 
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Here alio they built a village and endeavoured to fix a colony -, 
bat the first settlers all perished in the ensuing winter. The 
remains of the village may be traced to this day ; and their stoves, 
kettles, troughs, ovens and other implements, remained in the 
shape of solid ice long after the utensils themselves had decayed. 
The Russians attempted the same thing in 1772,— but, in the 
attempt, ten out of fifteen perished during the winter. 



NOTES TO CANTO THE FOURTH. 



I. 

" When Hampden and when Cromwell sued to come, 

And make this transatlantic shore their home" 

Page 91- 

Cromwell, Hampden, Pym, Haselrigg and other actors in the 
civil wars had made arrangements for emigrating to New Eng- 
land ; but Charles, by an order in council, compelled them to 
disembark. 

II. 
" Port Boyal ! what a Judgment fell on thee, 91 

Page 97- 

Port Royal was the capital of Jamaica. The advantage of its 
harbour and the resort of pirates made it a place of great consi- 
deration. These pirates were called Buccaneers: they fought 
with inconsiderate bravery, andtjhen spent their fortunes in this 
capita], with a dissipation equally inconsiderate. At the begin- 
ning of the year 1692, no place, for its size, could be compared 
with this town for trade, wealth, and corruption of manners. In 
the month of June in that year, an earthquake, which shook the 
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whole island to the foundations, overwhelmed this city. In two 
minutes the earth opened and swallowed up nine-tenths of the 
houses and two thousands persons. The water gushed out from 
the openings of the earth and forced the people on heaps. Seve- 
ral ships were wrecked in the harbour ; and the Swan frigate was 
carried over the tops of sinking houses and afforded a retreat to 
some hundreds of people, who must otherwise have been drowned. 

The city was rebuilt, but, ten years after, it was nearly destroyed 
by fire. It rose from its ashes, but in 1722, it was almost totally 
ruined by a hurricane, the most terrible on record. 

Such repeated calamities seemed to mark this as a devoted 
■pot .* the inhabitants, therefore, resolved to forsake it, and to 
remove to the opposite side of the bay, where they built Kingston. 

III. 

" Not far the day, 

When such a fate overwhelmed (rttatemala." 

Page 107. 

The ancient city of Guatemala in Central America was destroyed 
on the 7th June, 1777, by one of the most tremendous earthquakes 
en record. From the 3rd of June the sea had risen from its bed ; 
the two volcanoes near the town appeared to boil ; one of them 
shot out torrents of water, the other waves of blazing lava ; while, 
on every side, the earth was seen to gape in deep chasms. At 
length, after five days of unutterable anguish, the abyss opened, 
and the town, with all its riches and 8000 families, was instantly 
•wallowed up, while torrents of lava, rushing over the ruins, 
obliterated for ever every vestige of its former existence'. The 
present city of the same name stands at four leagues from the site 
of the aneient town. 
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IV. 

" CaUao too I more sudden was her fate" 

Page 107. 

Callao, the port belonging to Lima, the capital of Peru, was 
entirely demolished in 1746 by a tremendous earthquake. It is 
■aid, that, out of 3000 inhabitants of CaUao, only one was left to 
record this dreadful calamity. This man, who happened to be on 
a fort which overlooked the harbour, perceived the people running 
from their houses in the utmost terror and confusion. The sea, 
as usual on such occasions, receding to a considerable distance, 
returned in mountainous waves, and buried the inhabitants in its 
dark bosom. Immediately all was silent; but the same wave 
which destroyed the town, drove a boat to the place where the 
man stood, into which he threw himself. 

, v - 

" Yonder I see a state vhich owed its rise 

To the bold efforts of the good and wise" 

Page 110. 

This refers to the establishment of the Jesuits in Paraguay. 
They represented to the Spanish Court that the ill success of the 
missionaries might be imputed to the scandal which the immo- 
rality of the Spaniards never foiled to give, and to the hatred 
which their insolence caused in the South Americans. They 
insinuated, that, if it were not for that impediment, the empire of 
the Gospel might have been extended into the remotest parts of 
America ; and that all those countries might be subjected to his 
Catholic Majesty, without expense and without force. This 
remonstrance met with success; the sphere of action was marked 
out; uncontrolled liberty was given to the Jesuits within these 
limits, and the governors of the adjacent provinces had orders not 
to interfere, nor to suffer any Spaniards to enter this pale, without 
license from the fathers. 
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The Jesuits gladly opened their spiritual campaign. They 
began by collecting about fifty wandering families, whom they 
persuaded to settle; and they united them into a community. 
When they had made this beginning, they laboured with such 
indefatigable diligence, and such masterly policy, that, by degrees, 
they mollified the minds of the most savage tribes, fixed the most 
rambling, and subdued those to their government who had long 
disdained to submit to the arms of the Spaniards and the Portu- 
guese. They prevailed upon many thousands to embrace their 
religion ; and these soon influenced others to follow their example, 
by representations of the tranquillity and happiness they enjoyed 
under the direction ot the holy fathers. It is s,aid that about 
340,000 families were subject to them; that the natives were 
instructed in the military art, and could raise 60,000 men, well 
armed; that they lived in towns, were regularly clad, laboured 
in agriculture, exercised manufactures, that some even aspired 
to the elegant arts, and that nothing could exceed the obedience 
and contentment of the people of these missions. 

In 1767 the Jesuits were sent out of America, when their late 
subjects were put upon the same footing with the other inhabi- 
tants of the country. 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE FIFTH. 
I. 

w Hafiz ! thy soul from out that lyre lias spoken." 

Page 130. 

Hafiz, the Persian poet, conciliated the favour of an offended 
potentate by the delicacy of his wit and the elegance of his verses. 
The most powerful princes of the East sought, in vain, to draw 
him from his literary retirement, and his works were not only 
the admiration of the jovial and the gay, but the manual of mys- 
tic piety to the superstitious Moslem ; the oracle which, like the 
Sortes Firgiliane, determined the counsels of the wise, and prog- 
nosticated the fate of armies and of states. 

The tomb of this admired poet stands near the walls of Shiraa : 
it is composed of fine white marble, and is placed in a large gar- 
den, under the shade of some cypress trees of extraordinary size 
and beauty. This was built by Kerim Khan, and covers the ori- 
ginal one. During the Spring and Summer, the inhabitants visit 
the tomb, and amuse themselves with smoking, playing at chess 
and other games, and reading the works of the venerated bard. 

II. 

" The Greeks, at length, entrapped at Syracuse" 

Page 140. 

Syracuse was the grave of the ancient republic of Athens. The 
Athenian prisoners were condemned to labour in the mines and 
quarries of Sicily ; their whole sustenance was bread and water, 
and numbers of them ultimately perished from the hardships they 
were compelled to endure. 

One pleasing anecdote of their captivity is related. The plea- 
sure which the Syracusans had derived from the poetry of Euri- 
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pidet, the Athenian tragic poet, made them long to hear it re- 
hearsed by their prisoners. The captives were desired to recite 
the plaintive scenes of their favourite bard. They complied ; 
and in representing the woes of ancient kings and heroes, they 
too faithfully expressed their own. Their taste and sensibility 
endeared them to the Syracusans, who released them from their 
bonds, received them with kindness into their families, and 
restored them to their afflicted country. At their return to Athens, 
the grateful captives walked in solemn procession to the house of 
Euripides, whom they hailed as their deliverer from slavery and 
death. 

III. 

" To Ashantee repair." 

Page 141. 

Ashantee was not known to Europeans, even by name, before 
the beginning of the last century. The metropolis is large and 
regularly built. Their architecture is far from contemptible. In 
weaving they are very expert : their looms are constructed on the 
same principle as those of Great Britain. The fineness, variety, 
brilliancy and size of their cloths are astonishing, even to an 
European ; and the richest silks are dexterously unravelled to be 
woven into them. In pottery they excel; and the black articles 
in that branch are highly polished. They are good goldsmiths* 
They are acquainted with the art of tanning, and they make neat 
sandals, belts and pouches. Umbrella* and canopies are well 
manufactured. The guitar and other instruments are artfully 
fabricated ; the people have a strong inclination for mnsic, which 
is less rude among them than might be imagined. 

Their chief public diversion is a periodical exhibition connected 
with the maturity of the yam, their chief object of cultivation. 
When the chieftains arrive with their armed dependents they 
sacrifice a slave in each quarter of the town. The king appears 
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in the midst of his courtiers and joins in the hilarity of the day. 
On the following morning, he sends a great quantity of ram to 
various parts of the city : free men and slaves, women and chil- 
dren, crowd around the brass pans to participate of the exhilirating 
beverage ; and a confused scene of intoxication ensues, amidst 
discordant music and licentious songs. Before the termination of 
this celebrity, about a hundred persons, the majority of whom are 
delinquents reserved for punishment, are sacrificed at the altar of 
national superstition ; and into that part of the earth from which 
the first yam is taken, blood is made to flow from some of the vic- 
tims, as if the offering would tend to propitiate the Giver of all 
good things. This custom of human sacrifice is also an accompa- 
niment of the death of a person of distinction. On the decease 
of a courtier's mother the British envoys witnessed the horrible 
ceremony. Three girls were immediately put to death at the 
door of the house, one being sacrificed by the king's particular 
order; thirteen men were mangled and killed in the market- 
place ; and more blood was shed in the bush where the body was 
buried. Sometimes the number is augmented by the wanton bar- 
barity of the attendants at the funeral, who will suddenly stab a 
free man that is a spectator, roll him into the grave, and close it up. 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE SIXTH. 



" The chisel of Praxitiles is lost. 1 * 

Page 152. 

Praxitiles was a famous Grecian sculptor who flourished about 
324 years B.C. He chiefly worked on Parian marble, on account 
of its beautiful whiteness. He carried his art to the greatest per- 
fection, and was so happy in copying Nature that his statues 
seemed to be animated. 

H. 

" A nd pencil of Jpelles." 

Page 152. 

Apelles was a celebrated Grecian painter, who lived in the age 
of Alexander the Great. He was patronised by that great man, 
who forbade any other painter to draw his picture. Having once 
painted Alexander on horseback, the king did not appear quite 
satisfied with the execution of the work. At that moment a 
horse passing by neighed at the horse represented in the picture, 
supposing it to be alive; upon which the painter said, "One 
would imagine that the horse is a better judge of painting than 
your majesty ! " 

III. 

" Who their rule maintain 

By laws more terrible than Draco made." 

Page 152. 

The Grand Signor may riot freely in wantonness and cruelty. 
He may murder his father and his brothers, his wives and his 
children. He may shed the blood and seize the substance of his 
subjects. The Turkish casuists attribute to the Emperor a cha- 
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racter of holiness which no immoral conduct can destroy ; and as 
he is supposed to perform many actions by the divine impulse, 
they allow that he may kill fourteen persons every day, without 
assigning a cause, or without the imputation of tyranny. Death 
by his hand or by his order, if submitted to without resistance, 
confers martyrdom ; and some, after passing their lives in his 
service, are reported to have aspired to the honour of such a con- 
summation, as a title to eternal felicity. 

IV. 

" The gaudy, sceptercd Ottoman survey 

Within his vast, magnificent Serai " 

Page 154. 

The palace of the Sultan, called the Serai, is so extensive that 
it is said to occupy the whole of the ground on which the ancient 
city of Byzantium stood. The treasures contained in it are pro- 
digious ; and its furniture is distinguished for its richness. Silk 
and cloth of gold are substituted for cotton and woollen stuffs ; 
fringes are strung with pearls and inferior jewels; and the walls 
are wainscoted with jasper, mother of pearl and veneered ivory. 
In the audience chamber is a throne as resplendent as the mines 
of the East can make it, with a canopy of velvet fringed with 
jeweli. 

V. 

" And there, within the Sultan's gilded cage. 

The lovely of the earth, who might engage, 1 * &c. 

Page 154. 

The number of the ladies of the seraglio depends on the taste 
of the reigning monarch. Selim is said to have had 2,000 ; but 
the present Sultan is content with a smaller number. On their 
admission they are committed to the care of old ladies, taught 
to sew and embroider, instructed in music, dancing and other 
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accomplishment*, and furnished with the richest clothes and orna- 
ment*. They are scarcely ever suffered to go abroad, except 
when the Grand Signor removes from one place to another, when 
a troop of black eunuchs convey them to the boats, which are 
enclosed with lattices and linen curtains ; and, when they go by 
land, they are put into close chariots, and signals are made at 
certain distances, to give notice that none may approach the roads 
through which they march. 

VI. 
« The Signor' s death 



Had by the Janissaries been decreed." 

Page 158. 

The Sultan, being desirous of strengthening his military force 
by an adoption of European tactics, lately ordered the regiments 
of Janissaries to be newly disciplined ; but they were so unwilling 
to exchange their old habits for a system pursued by those whom 
they detested, that they peremptorily refused to obey the imperial 
mandate. He wreaked his vengeance upon a great number of 
them by the cruelty of massacre, and suppressed the whole body. 

VII. 

" On such a day of blood (a calm bright day)." 

Page 165. 

The earthquake which laid Lisbon in ruins happened on the 1st 
of November, 1755, on the day of the celebration of the auto- 
da-fe. The first two shocks continued nearly a quarter of an hour ; 
after which the water of the river Tagus rose perpendicularly 
above twenty feet, and subsided to its natural bed in less than a 
minute. Great numbers of houses were thrown down, together 
with several magnificent churches, monasteries and public build- 
ings. A conflagration ensued, partly fortuitous, but chiefly occa- 
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sioned by a let of villains who, for the sake of plunder, and 
anawed by the appalling scene around tbera, set fire even to the 
falling edifices in different parts of the city. Ten thousand of the 
inhabitants perished by this calamity ; and the survivors, deprived 
of their habitations, and destitute even of the necessaries of life, 
were forced to seek for shelter in the open fields. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE TRAVELLER'S TALE. 

The deep-toned bell announced the midnight hour, 
Fatigued and pensive as my couch I sought, 

To prove Sleep's grateful and balsamic power, 
And lull awhile the turbulence of thought ; 

When through the casement beamed the placid Moon, 
That full-orbed, lit the azure vault of heaven ; 

Yielding the silent earth a lovelier noon 

Than the bright Regent of the Day had given. 

Entranced in thought, I stood and looked abroad : 
A spacious square confined the view below, 

Which restless mortals now no longer trode ; 
Above, the heavenly concave seemed to glow, 
o 2 
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As if immortals had the scene prepared, 
Some great and joyous festival to grace ; 

To celebrate creation's pillars reared, 
Or the redemption of the homan race. 

Methought angelic myriads thronged the sky, 
On which I gazed in contemplation sweet ; 

And then I longed from earth, at once, to fly, 
Among those blessed groups again to greet 

Those loved-ones who had wove my web of bliss. 
And strown life's rugged path with fairest flowers; 

Who, though in every human haunt I miss, 
Are saints in light in heaven's eternal bowers. 

A distant shriek dispelled my reverie, 

A transient cloud obscured the conscious moon ; 
Upon the scene below I cast my eye, 

And learnt the secret of that sound full soon. 

Before a stately dome, within the square, 
A splendid chariot stood, ethereal blue, 

Bedecked with stars of gold and crescents fair, 
Such as the brilliant heavens at midnight shew* 
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By milk-white coursers was the chariot drawn, 
Of fairest form, for eagle fleetness framed ; 

Such as earth's monarchs had been proud to own, 
But such as to their curbs were never tamed. 

Seraphic minstrels, robed in spotless white, 
With smiles ineffable their harps prepared, 

And soon, amidst the solitude of night, 

Such strains as sainted souls enjoy were heard ; 

And from their roseate lips these accents broke : 
" Daughter of Earth ! thy trial now is o'er ; 

Death's Angel has released thee from thy yoke ; 
With us to yonder skies 'tis thine to soar. 

" Daughter of Earth ! beside thy prostrate clay 
No longer linger ; leave thy mourning train ; 

Behold we come thy spirit to convey 
Beyond the realm of sorrow and of pain. 

" Daughter of Heaven ! thy loved-ones sorrowing herd, 
As on a desert strand, awhile must stay ; 

But soon the sail propitious shall appear, 
Decreed to bear them to thy company !" 
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In snowy vestments, such as brides adorn T 
And disencumbered of her mortal clod, 

I then beheld, on angel pinions borne, 
A female issue from her late abode, 

Who bore a smiling infant on her breast. 

More beauteous far than aught of earthly mould ; 

Fur whom the parent angel's looks expressed 
The joy that may be felt, but never told. 

Another moment, and the car she gained, 
And her last look towards the mansion cast ; 

Again the music swelled, and nought remained ; 
The lovely vision had for ever passed, 

Filled with amazement, I my pillow sought, 
And o'er my eyes Sleep drew his welcome veil ; 

But yet my sleepless soul was wearied not ; 

And through the dazzling skies I seemed to sail. 

I reached the chariot : there my seat I took, 
And far beneath me saw the earth recede ; 

Its plains, its mountains, soon my gaze forsook ; 
Such was those aerial coursers' lightning speed. 
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The sun, which on our world delayed to rise, 
Where I careered with wondrous splendour shone ; 

Its orb, O how stupendous was its size ! 

From which each earth-born vapour was withdrawn. 

Nor did the stars their minor lustre hide ; 

Millions on millions, each in size a sun 
Like that on earth beheld, with disc as wide, 

And some more radiant than that glorious one, 

At the same time illumed th' immense of space, 
In order marshalled on the sapphire plain ; 

While comets moved in glory's fullest blaze, 
Like eastern Saltans with their gorgeous train. 

As thus we journeyed on with matchless pace ; 

Creation's wonders more amazing grew; 
While angels, those bright ministers of Grace, 

Across our pathway on their errands flew : 

From heaven to earth, perhaps, expressly sent 
An empire's mighty destinies to watch ; 

To lift the brow of Worth by Sorrow bent, 
Or Virtue from Calamity to snatch ; 



200 THE TRAVELLER'S TALE. 

Or o'er* some Aistajnt planet to preside, 
Or add fresh fttel to some fading sun ; 

Or through the universe some comet guide, 
Which else had from its coarse for ever run. 

And when those messengers of Light appeared 
Where we pursued our passage through, the sky, 

Their holy greetings I enraptured heard : 

" Hail blessed children of the Lord Most High !" 

Thus on the ocean, after many a gale, 
The boundless waste of waters raging round, 

How great the bliss to meet a friendly sail ! 
From ship to ship how joyful is the sound ! 

My dreani was o'er, I found myself on earth ; 

The busy city's noise my ears assailed ; 
And the bright vision which to sleep owed birth, 

In one swift moment, like a shadow, foiled. 

'Twas then I heard, from many a sorrowing tongue, 
The dismal tidings of the previous night, 

That, in yon house, a spouse beloved and young 
Had given her first-born babe to see the light. 
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But, like the flower which blossoms |put'to die/ 
The instant that its tender leaves unfold, 

The lovely stranger breathed its first, last sigh, 
And in the sleep of death was ever rolled: 

The parent stalk, of its chief pride despoiled, 
With Nature longer could not wage the strife ; 

And the fond Mother and her darling Child, 
In the same hour their farewell took of life. 

And then I learnt the chariot I had seen, 
Within the city's bounds at night oft stood, 

Wheree'er the form of Death had lately been, 
To bear to heaven the spirits of the good. 

And when th' appointed solemn hour shall come, 
O may it at my threshbold ready wait, 

To take me to. that blissful region home, 
Beyond the tempests of this billowy state ! 
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DIRGE. 

She is gone, she is gone to the seats of the blest, 

Her soul is in glory, her dust is at rest ; 

She has crossed life's dread ocean and reached the far 

shore, 
Where whirlwinds and waves shall molest her no more ; 
Death cannot pursue her, Pain cannot annoy, 
Nor Sorrow intrude on her fulness of Joy. 
Can she hunger,— so near heaven's fruit-bearing trees ? 
Can she thirst,— the pure River of Life whilst she sees? 
Bright May has succeeded December's rude gales, 
The lily springs forth, the birds chant in our vales ; 
The air is all balm, and all cloudless the sky ; 
But the birds will grow mute, and the lily will die, 
And Winter again fright the Zephyrs away, 
And clouds piled on clouds into night change the day ; 
But Maria ! eternity's spring shall be thine, 
And flowrets unfading thy temples entwine. 
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THE FOUNDLING'S PETITION. 

O pity, O pity a foundling forlorn, 

To the portion of hunger and wretchedness born ; 

My parent inhuman her child cast away ; 

No comfort I've known since that sorrowful day. 

No dear mother's breast my frail infancy fed ; 
No kind anxious father watched over my bed ; 
My pains were unsoothed, my cries were unheard, 
And the stripes of the stranger I constantly feared. 

How blest had I been as a young bird of air, 
Protected and fed by a parent's fond care ; 
O'erspread by her wing, safe within the warm nest, 
Her melody sweetly had charmed me to rest. 

But now, for a pillow, I press the cold stone ; 
A home, or a friend, on the earth I have none ; 
The flints of the pathway have torn my bare feet, 
And I'm spurned and derided by all that 1 meet. 

O ye who on milk and on honey are fed, 
. Bestow on an outcast one morsel of bread ! 
My prayers for your happiness daily shall rise, 
And He will reward you who dwells in the Skies. 
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WOMAN. 

Woman ! I own your empire o'er my heart ; 

Your smile has been the sunshine of my breast ; 
Adversity, with you, would lose its smart ; 

Fortune, without you, leave me still unblest. 

In youth's bright morn my visions were of you, 

As of the sum of sublunary joy ; 
And, as my years and knowledge riper grew, 

To dream of Woman still was my employ. 

Upon the hill of life I saw her stand, 

With Virtue and the Graces close beside ; 

I saw her smile and wave her beauteous hand ; 
I climbed the steep, and Care and Toil defied. 

'Twas no illusion that my steps impelled : 

Wealth, honours, in the distance oft allure ; - 

But Woman only, when more near beheld, 
Is found more winning than she seemed before. 

Toil on, ye worshippers at Fortune's shrine ; 

Go seek your goddess o'er the raging main ; 
Toil on and faint beneath the scorching line, 

Nor think of health, or peace, or home again. 
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Ah ! what are riches, titles, honours, fame ? 

No charm have they to sooth the rankling mind, 
Or the dire scorpion of the breast to tame ; 

Such charm belongs to lovely Womankind. 

'Tis theirs alone to crush the canker worm 
That ever preys upon the human heart ; 

'Tis theirs to quell the boisterous passions' storm ; 
Bid Madness smile and every cloud depart. 

And what are pleasures not of Woman born ? 

Mere sports of savages, not Reason's joys ; 
Pleasures which forest-beasts would hold in scorn ; 

Displays of vice and violence and noise. 

The bacchanalian surfeits o'er his bowl ; 

The pugilist, midst acclamations, bleeds ; 
The gamester stakes his fortune and his soul ; 

And jockeys race to death their gasping steeds. 

And deeds of arms and blood are man's delight ; 

And, if sweet Woman did not interpose, 
Mankind, like fiends, would all rush forth to fight, 

And general slaughter soon the scene would close. 
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All that is human we to Woman owe ; 

She bears the cup containing life's sole sweet : 
When she unveils her face, Contention, Woe, 

And all the harpies of the soul retreat. 

Twixt man and man exists no love sincere : 
Caprice, self-interest, may awhile unite ; 

But suddenly the slightest breath of air 

Bursts the frail bond, than gossamer more light. 

The heart, the fount of love, yields not its tide 
Till all prevailing Beauty bids its flow ; 

With which her own heart's stream will sweetly glide, 
And straight another Eden blooms below. 

In the thronged city or the desert wild, 

Or in some island-speck on Ocean's breast, 
If Woman there on my existence smiled, 
^Though Fortune frowned, my lot were truly blest. 
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THE COMET. 

(Octobir, 1986.) 

Behold the face of heaven ! the Sun is set ; 
The Western sky reflects his splendours yet ; 
Emerging from th* horizon, peers the Moon 
On the dim scene which she will burnish soon ; 
The Star of Eve, the harbinger of night, 
Beams first and loveliest of the sons of Light ; 
Another and another shoots its ray, 
Till countless numbers all their fires display, 
And rife with beauty glows the Milky Way ; 
Then, with superior and majestic mien, 
The flaming Comet midst their ranks is seen : 
From realms beyond Imagination's ken, ~ ' 

He comes to decorate our skies again ; ' *' 

Accomplished is his tour of eighty years, 
And with primeval splendour he appears ; 
His train through heaven's expanse refulgent glows, 
And constellations greet him as he goes ; 
Angelic ministers his course attend ; 
Along his path celestial strains ascend. 
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Hail him, ye Nations, with united voice ! 
'Rejoice, thou Earth ! ye People all rejoice ! 
Our fathers last beheld his beams, whilst we 
Slept in the bosom of Futurity : 
With awe they gazed and not without affright, 
And with prophetic eye beheld his flight; 
And in the coruscations of his train, 
Saw hostile legions in th' ethereal plain ; 
The blood-red banner, the defeated host, 
And thence predicted crowns and kingdoms lost ; 
Plagues, famines, civil conflicts, woes on woes, 
And the world's conflagration, all to close. 

Shades of our fathers ! ye are now at rest, 
Removed from earth's alarms, among the blest ; 
With more enlightened eyes let us survey 
The glorious visitant pursue his way : 
To us his first, last visit now he pays ; 
Swift is his course ; he leaves us as we gaze. 
Thus in the South Sea, from some island green, 
Should a white sail be in the distance seen, 
All eyes descry it and all hearts beat light ; 
But soon the convex waters bar the sight. 
The heavenly stranger soon will quit our skies, 
On distant and more distant worlds to rise, 
Until another eighty years have flown, 
And we to other worlds are also gone ; 
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Until our dust shall with our sires' unite, 
Our souls with theirs enjoy supernal light ; 
Then will his rays upon our tombs be shed, 
Amid the wild- flowers that perfume the dead ; 
Our unborn sons and daughters then shall trace 
His golden pathway through unbounded space, 
And the great Architect of Nature praise. 
Who thus his majesty and power displays. 
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THE WASHINGTON GAZETTE; 

Anno 2837. 

FOREIGN INTELLIGENCE. 
I. 
Tab Steam Balloon, the Eagle, Captain Chaster, 

Has just brought home despatches from the Sun ; 
She made the voyage without the least disaster. 

And had a very pleasant six months' run ; 
She mounts two hundred guns, and has a crew 
Of full two thousand gallant men and true ! 

ii. 
She would have made a shorter trip, we hear, 

But that her ballast did not prove sufficient : 
The news she brings may make our coals grow dear ; 

The heat, this season, in the Sun's deficient ; 
And 'tis well known those hot folks can't endure 
The evils of a frigid temperature ! 

m. 
A great mortality is raging there 

By reason of the unexampled weather ; 
Unless supplies of coals be sent, we fear, 

The cold will kill the people altogether ; 
For, we're assured, they suffer dreadful pains 
Unless the blood is boiling in their veins. 
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The Eagle's crew, accustomed to a clime 

Like ours, where heat is never found excessive, 

Spent in the Sun a very pleasant time, 

And found the cold in no degree oppressive ; 

And, with the help of brandy from the earth, 

Kept up their spirits and indulged their mirth. ' 

SHOCKING OCCURRENCE. 



A dreadful accident, we grieve to say, 

Has lately happened on the glorious rail-road 

Which straight to Europe forms our grand highway 
Across th' Atlantic, and is now the mail-road : 

Three hundred miles an hour the coaches run, 

Nor stop until the further shore is won. 



A vessel, with a cargo of gunpowder, 

Near the first toll-gate happened to be sailing ; 
When she., with an explosion vastly louder 

Than that of bomb- shells, on a city hailing, 
Blew up, and dashed the toll-house in the ocean, 
And gave the bridge itself a reeling motion, 
p 2 
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IMPORTANT TO EMIGRANTS. 

VII. 

We understand the noble undertaking 
Of draining dry the vast Pacific Ocean, 

Is, at this moment, rapid progress making, 
And people fully entertain the notion, 

That half the region, in another year, 

Will quite admit of farmers settling there. 



The land is soon by auction to be sold, 

A thousand fertile acres in each lot ; 
The soil is really worth its weight in gold ; 

No doubt the whole will eagerly be bought : 
We only wonder such a precious tract 
So long was left a waste, but it's a fact. 

IX. 

In all the former ages of the world, 

Mankind did nothing, we should think, but sleep ; 
The flag of Enterprise they ne'er unfurled, 

Except to skim the surface of the deep : 
'Twas left to us to broach each mystery, 
To climb the stars and drain the boundless sea. 
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PRESENT STATE OF AFRICA. 



A traveller through Africa we've seen, 

Who says our sable brethren there are blest ; 

O'er all the continent this man has been. 
And the whole land is like a garden diest: 

A multitude of splendid works of art 

A charm unequalled give to every part. 

Th' interior plains yield three crops every year, 
And with inhabitants they really teem ; 

Their governments are free beyond compare, 
And Science on them sheds her brightest beam ; 

And, search that quarter of the globe around, 

A sterile spot is nowhere to be found. 



Ancient historians deal in nought but fiction ; 

They tell us Afiic was a desert land ; 
Her sons were held in bondage and affliction ; 

Her plains were overspread with burning sand 
Who such romances ever could believe ? 
A sucking child they would not now deceive. 
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ARRIVALS. 



This city is become extremely gay, 

There's such a crowd of persons from the Moon, 
Illustrious folk, who pour in every day ; 

Tis only twelve hours' flight in the balloon : 
A sweet excursion in the summer months; 
We've made the trip ourselves more oft than once. 

XIV. 

How people passed their time in days of old, 
Or how they used their brains, if they had any, 

We cannot, ic the present age, unfold ; 
But grand discoveries they made not many : 

They travelled only fifty miles an hour ; 

A snail has equal locomotive power ! 



Beyond the earth those creepers never went ; 

And, though the Moon is placed so wondrous near, 
No apparatus could they e'er invent 

To take them up to that delightful sphere : 
Had any one proposed to reach the sun, 
The world had sworn the man had frantic run. 
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MR. SPEEDWELL, THE TRAVELLER. 

XVI. * 

The last advices from this great man state 
He should not in the planet Saturn stay ; 

But, soon as wind and weather would permit, 
Pursue his journey to the Milky Way, 

Some groups of stars not yet well known explore, 

And, this accomplished, visit earth once more. 



CHEAP AND EXPEDITIOUS SHAVING 
AND TOOTH DRAWING. 

(An Advertisement.) 



I Ebenezer Keen my thanks express 

To my kind patrons for their constant favours ; 
My new invention meets with great success ; 

I soon shall quite eclipse all modern shavers ; 
My system yet is to no other known ; 
I carry on my trade by steam alone. 
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xvm. 
A hundred customers at once are seated 

The one behind the other, face to back ; 
All their right cheeks are in a moment greeted 

With lather from my engine, at one smack : 
A razor, then, of wondrous length, appears, 
And all those cheeks, at one fell stroke, it shears. 

XIX. 

My hundred customers then wheel about, 

And their left cheeks towards the engine place ; 

When suds and razor once again fly out, 
And thus complete the beauty of each face : 

The process is performed in half a minute, 

Computing from the time that 1 begin it. 

xx. 

With government I'm ready to agree 
To shave the army at the lowest rate ; 

1*11 charge but half-a-crown a company, 

Which a large annual sum will save the state ; 

None from my engine danger need to fear : 

It lops off scarce ten noses in a year. 
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In drawing teeth my genius shines no less : 
O ! I'm the doctor for the human head ; 

My name in history sure deserves a place ; 

The heights of Science none like me can tread. 

Ancient tooth-drawing was a dreadful bore ; 

Mine is delightful and, at all times, sure. 

XXII. 

I take a wire, and to the tooth I tie 
One end of it ; the other to a bullet ; 

With this I load a pistol instantly, 

Then seize the trigger and towards me pull it : 

Pop goes the pistol, and behold a race ! 

The tooth starts off and gives the bullet chase. 

THE NEW TUNNEL. 
XXIII. 

A company has just been formed we hear, 
Whose object is a Tunnel to construct, 

Which, opening at the South Pole of our sphere, 
May to the North Pole travellers conduct, 

In a straight line, through earth's untrodden centre, 

Where the most timid may at all times venture. 
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XXIV. 



The dangers which on travelling attend 
By all the usual methods, have induced 

These humane gentlemen their thoughts to bend 
To this grand object : — soon will be produced 

A spacious Tunnel, which will far outdo, 

In length and beauty, all mankind e'er knew. 



In breadth a hundred feet ; the same in height, 
It is decided shall be its dimensions ; 

Two polished marble causeways and gas light 
Are also in the company's intentions : 

Hotels are to be built along the line, 

Where hungry travellers may stop and dine. 



As some, before they reach the further end, 
May happen to have business overhead, 

Branch roads will be constructed to ascend, 
In parts where Ocean has not fixed his bed ; 

And those above may also come below, 

And with the other travellers onward go. 
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The best of engineers have been procured ; 

The works will occupy about two years ; 
And all the speculators feel assured 

Of fortunes made (like tailors') by their shares ; 
No doubt, in boring, they will find a store 
Of gold and gems, to pay all costs and more. 

WONDERFUL ANIMAL. 

XXVIII. 

A wondrous animal may now be seen, 

Brought to our city from some distant planet ; 

And those who to inspect it have not been, 
We recommend to go at once and scan it : 

It is, from stem to stern two hundred feet, 

And quantities of food it needs must eat. 

XXIX. 

It has three heads ; at each extreme is one, 
And one midway, from out its back arising ; 

Whenever it is pained, its cry or groan 
Is altogether matchless and surprising : 

From its three mouths it thunders without check. 

And may be heard from this place to Quebec. 
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XXX. 

The creature, having wings and fins and feet, 
For every element is well prepared ; 

And, though so loud its voice, its bulk so great, 
No danger from its presence needs be feared : 

Not steam itself can match its rapid motion, 

Whether in air, on earth, or in the ocean. 



The animal is very tame and quiet ; 

Its owner has no fault with it to find ; 
But, as 'tis rather costly in its diet, 

To offer it for sale he seems inclined : 
We think the Tunnel company should buy it ; 
'T would suit their purpose ; only let them try it. 

xxxu. 

The value of its labour must be great ; 

And, should there chance to be an inundation, 
The workmen to its back might all retreat, 

And be conveyed to some safe situation : 
Then buy it, Gentlemen, without delay ! 
You may not catch it on a future day. 
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GREAT VICTORY ! 
XXXIII. 

A battle on the twenty-second day 

Of last October, near Magellan's strait, 

Was fought with unexampled bravery, 
With parallels^ of which we rarely meet : 

The daring Nova Zemblan army meant 

To make on Patagonia a descent. 

XXXIV. 

In fifteen hundred light balloons they came, 
Each carrying twenty guns, a hundred men : 

The Patagonians, jealous of their fame, 
Just as a lion rushes from his den, 

Embarked and met them fifty miles on high, 

And a fierce conflict followed in the sky. 

XXXV. 

Five hundred of th' invaders' best balloons 
Were quickly shattered in the dreadful fray ; 

And those who manned them, covered o'er with wounds, 
Fell to the earth, and dead as mummies lay : 

Five hundred others, which the battle fled, 

Into the ocean dropped like pigs of lead. 



222 THE WASHINGTON GAZETTE. 



XXXVI. 

The rest were captured, and their crews were sent 
To the South Sea, the public works to aid : 

We think their countrymen will now repent, 
And overtures of peace be quickly made : 

Those Europeans wish the world to sway, 

But in America they've had their day ! 
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THE POET'S COMPLAINT. 



I turned my thoughts to poesy of late, 
And hoped to figure in some kind review ; 

Of novelties alone I meant to prate, 
And all vile imitations to eschew ; 

New themes, new thoughts, new images to sport, 

And in a gay new suit the Muses court. 



But sad Experience bids me now admit 

Originality is quite a farce, 
And all pretensions of the sort I'll quit ; 

Black swans, sincerely, are not half so scarce : 
The elder bards (and this is no great wonder) 
Have made the real and ideal worlds their plunder. 
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I'll give examples, though I scarcely know 
Where, midst so many objects, to begin, 

Or in the skies above or earth below : 

A thousand stanzas I, with ease, might spin 

To say the things by bards already said, 

And which the living pilfer from the dead. 



The Sun, I ween, will make a good beginning, 
Which long has shone in many a murky lay ; 

Where Sol, Apollo, atill your ears is dinning, 
The Monarch of the East, the King of Day : 

Hi8 rising, setting, and his noontide beams 

Fill up, at least, ten hundred thousand reams. 



Then Luna, Cynthia, Dian, or the Moon, 
Whose silver radiance fills an equal space, 

Makes lunatics of poets, who all tune 
Songs of all measures to her pretty face ; 

Not like the clown, who man's rude visage sees, 

Or thinks she's only made of rotten cheese. 
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VI. 



And then the stars', those spangles of the sky, 
Those golden studs, those many twinkling gems, 

With Charles's Wain and all the Galaxy, 
Like fruit in clusters on its azure stems ; 

And then the star of eve, the star of morn, 

And all the others that the heavens adorn. 

VII. 

The moon and stars some poet has compared 
To a fair shepherdess and flock of sheep ; 

I wonder if their bleating he had heard ? 

(At night, on earth, these creatures go to sleep) 

Their hacks, no doubt, were clothed with golden fleece, 

Like the famed breed once known in ancient Greece. 

VIII. 

If so, 'twould be desirable to get 

A few of either sex to England brought; 

They'd help the Nation to pay off its debt ; 
Of taxes then our swains could grumble not ; 

And, in a coat or petticoat of gold, 

No man nor woman ever could catch cold. 
Q 
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IX. 

Then Boreas and the brotherhood of winds 
Sometimes in bags or bladders huge are pent, 

Till, thence escaping, music of all kinds 

Around the globe, in boisterous gusts, is sent ; 

Uniting in one chaos clouds and seas, 

Or, like Orlando, rooting up the trees. 



Of thunder, lightning, poets have a stock, 

All ready made and in their craniums hoarded ; 

And, when they're pleased those strongholds to unlock, 
Much wonder to their patrons is afforded : 

The thunder rumbles, cracks, with direful rage, 

And lightnings awful dart along the page. 



The Ocean bellows : O the Main, the Sea, 
Th' unfathomable Deep, with all its billows ! 

Th' expanse of waters, which most landsfolk flee, 
Not much admiring such uneasy pillows : 

Nor can old Neptune often tempt the knaves 

To choose salt junk, stale biscuit and salt graves. 
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I'll therefore bring the reader straight to land ; 

Pick up the shells and pebbles on the shore, 
Get him upon a craggy cliff to stand, 

Or make him climb, at once, the mountain hoar, 
Or one that's shagged with woods, or belching fire ; 
Then seat him in a cavern, should he tire. 

XIII. 

We then may peep at some huge river's source, 
Above the sea some half a dozen miles ; 

Descend and trace it through its sinuous course, 
And fish, with hook and line, for crocodiles ; 

Leap down a cataract and swim to shore, 

Or play some other prank we fancy more. 

XIV. 

But here we'll stop and view a glorious battle, 
Before Troy walls, or else at Waterloo ; 

Where flows the blood of butchered human cattle, 
Through which you wade till quite it fills your shoe ; 

While flocks of vultures, eager for their prey, 

The mangled limbs in triumph bear away. 
• q 2 
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xv. 

Your poets are reputed to be poor : 
' I cannot grant that this is strictly true ; 
Of gold and gems their verses boast a store : 

The topaz, ruby, emerald, sapphire blue, 
The beryl, amethyst and diamond bright, 
With onyxes and pearls, are their birth-right. 

XVI. 

Suppose it were a law, with death or fines, 

That none but bards those sparkling toys should wear, 

Unless they went and dug them from the mines ; 
How many smirking maids would venture there ? 

Or with salt water their bright locks uncurl, 

To dive for oysters to possess a pearl ? 

XVII. 

Bulls, Horses, Lions, Tigers, Wolves and Bears, 
Are in the poet's train, with other cattle ; 

Whose roaring, neighing, howling, split your ears, 
And who, between, fight many a fearful battle ; 

And, if you search the Tower and Smithfield o'er, 

You will not find so wonderful a store. 
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XV11I. 



Besides the common species, he can boast 
Of Centaurs, Sphinxes, Griffins, Unicorns, 

Which butchers seldom slay or cook-maids roast, 
Besides the Dragon, which our signs adorns : 

Upon our coins this has peculiar charms, 

Like the brave Unicorn on coats of arms. 

XIX. 

And well-stocked aviaries bards possess ; 

Their Eagles by no others can be matched ; 
And better Harpies, Cranes and Goldfinches, 

Owls, Phoenixes and Cuckoos, ne'er were hatched : 
Poetic beasts and birds too all have speech, 
A nd many a sermon they are wont to preach. 

xx. 

To bards belong the people of the deep, 

And sure I am in Lent they need unt atarve ; 

Of fish their nets have drawn up such a heap, 

Whales, Sirens, Mermaids, they may always carve, 

And other species long well known in song, 

Some finely flavoured,— others rather strong. 
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XXI. 

All gardens are the poets, with their flowers ; 

All orchards and their fruits ; all parks and woods ; 
All forests, fields ; all lakes, streams, lawns and bowers, 

Corn, hay and cabbages, and other goods ; 
And all are trespassers who rashly dare 
With these their ancient rights to interfere. 

XXII. 

With unknown tribes of men they've peopled earth ; — 
Pigmies and Giants, others with one eye ; 

And ladies who were warriors from their birth, 
And made the other sex like cravens fly : 

Our modern travellers are all stone-blind. 

Who say such people they can no where find. 

XXIII. 

Thus having sacked the earth, the sea and sky, 
And being puzzled much for something new, 

Our bards did not, like Alexander, cry, 
But boldly to th' infernal region flew ; 

Beheld its people ; heard its awful thunders, 

And filled their pockets with its various wonders. 
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Love, marriages, divorces, death and fire, 

Plague, shipwreck, pestilence, the court and camp, 

New towns, old ruins, haunted castles dire, 
The church-yard and the sepulchre all damp, 

And all things else, have been so long in verse, 

Unless we steal, we've nothing to rehearse ! 
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i. 

My name is Eugene Frizzle, and 1 live 
In a nice snug retreat, a mile from town ; 

Th' adventures of my life I'll briefly give, 

And, when you've heard them, you must fairly own 

No married man can boast a joy like his 

Who spends his days in encumbered bliss. 

ii. 

The elements of love, when yet a boy, 

I soon imbibed from many a skilful teacher, 

Who told me, if I wished to know true joy, 
To wed an heiress, if I could but reach her ; 

Or one who could command, at all events, 

Her fifty thousand in the three per cents. 
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III. . 

If not, then stay a bachelor for life, 

And never, for the sake of mind or features,. 

Bring home that dangerous toy* a modern wife, 
The most expensive of all human creatures :• 

No ! if her pockets will not bear inspection, 

There's little good in any suck connection. "* 

IV. 

Of such true knowledge I a stock acquired 
Much greater than of Latin or of Greek ; 

But, when to practice it I first aspired, 

1 found that my endeavours were but weak : 

All my resolves by two bright eyes were shaken, 

And, at the first assault, my* heart was taken. 



,Thus when, by night, some stately castle seeking, 
Ift'fth^rinfMaiti^fctWe urge our steed along, 

A will-o'-whisp for chandelier mistaking, 

We leave the right path and pursue the wrong ; 

If in the end we reach a pretty cot, 

We tarry there and prize our happy lot. 
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VI, 

Well pleased I wore my graceful victor's chain ; 

A paragon of loveliness I thought her ; 
And, if her heart and hand I could but gain, 

I'd not exchange her for a monarch's daughter : 
Nor at her fortune need the wise-ones sneer ; 
It was, at least, two hundred pounds a year. 



My charmer's form and face I would pourtray ; 

Her damask cheeks, pearl teeth and ruby lips ; 
Her ivory neck, where raven ringlets stray, 

Her snowy bosom, matchless nose and hips ; 
Her diamond eyes and slender waist and hand, 
And Chinese feet, which no man could withstand 

VIII. 

But novelists and poets, long ago, 
Have so minutely painted every part, 

That, from the head unto the very toe, 
The lovely portrait we have got by heart ; 

And, as so many models now are living, 

More on the subject there's no need of giving. 
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My passion to my*charmer I disclosed, 
And also to my father and my mother ; 

The first approved my flame, but these opposed, 
As also did my sisters and my brother ; 

Who used their every effort to disparage 

The merits of the girl I sought in marriage. 

x. 

My father plainly told me, such a match 

Would bring disgrace on him and all his clan ; 

And of his fortune never should I catch, 
If I persisted in my hair brained plan, 

A single farthing to support my rank, 

For which 1 only had myself to thank. 

XI. 

My mother once had hoped to find in me 
One to support the honour of her house, 

And add importance to the family ; 
But, if I took that beggar for a spouse, 

Her hopes of happiness in me were flown, 

And I should prove a most unworthy son. 
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XII. 



My sisters (four in number) vestals all, 
Began to make a most tremendous pother ; 

A cataract of tears they soon let fell, 

While indignation shook my loving brother; 

Who swore that, if I acted on this plan, 

My conduct would disgrace a gentleman. 

XIII. 

This phrase " a gentleman" has many a sense, 
And he who bears it, if polite, well dressed, 

With all the ten commandments may dispense. 
And still be flattered, honoured and caressed ; 

May steal his neighbour's daughter, or his wife, 

His tradesmen cheat, and take his best friend's life. 

xiv. 

I beg your pardon, but I'm now digressing, 
Glad to escape from such a furious storm 

As just assailed me, which is most distressing 
To one whom Love has just m&ia piping warm ; 

At once beset and stunned by thunder, lightning, 

Wind, rain and hail, the very skies affrightening. 
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XV. 

Now, as to my domestic interview. 
Upon my word it posed me not a little ; 

For my engagement I would not undo, 
Nor to such rude dictation yield one tittle ; 

Yet if I showed my father all this spirit, 

He, without doubt, his son would disinherit, 

XVI. 

Before this squall arose, my lovely maid 
Had by my relatives been quite caressed ; 

My sisters to her talents homage paid ; 
Her virtues and her beauty all confessed ; 

But then to introduce her as a sister, 

Was like applying to the eye a blister, 

XVII. 

Because her purse was not a match for theirs ; 

And when my charmer heard the cruel tale, 
I did not wonder she gave vent to tears, 

And that her cheek, awhile, was deadly pale ; 
But soon vivacity her eye relumed, 
A nd soon her wonted courage she resumed. 
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XVIII. 

This purse-pride is a most accursed thing ; 

I'd freely bend to virtue, birth, or learning ; 
But mushroom gentry, who from dunghills spring, 

And airs assume, all inborn merit spurning, 
Devoid of manners, sense, and education, 
Are certainly a rank abomination. 

XIX. 

Perhaps 'tis not quite prudent to divulge, 
Th' extraction of our fathers or our mothers, 

And I thus far should not myself indulge, 
But as a salutary hint to others : 

By weaving wigs my father's fortune came ; 

His spouse was waiting-maid to some great dame ! 

xx. 

These trades and others, I allow, are useful, 

And those who ply them ought to be respected ; 

But if, grown wealthy, they become abuseful, 
'Tis time their high pretensions be inspected ; . 

And if they happen to excite derision, 

This probably will lead to some revision. 
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XXI. 



My Dulcinea I would not resign ; 

She had, for my sake, scorned more wealthy offers ; 
But 'twas not prudent then to make her mine, 

And bid adieu to my dear father's coffers: 
To lead a wife into a viper's nest, 
Were an odd way to make her truly blest. 

XXII. 

Our marriage was deferred ; my friends grew quiet, 
And fancied my mad freak was wholly over ; 

And, after the success of their late riot, 

Thought I should prove a more ambitious lover : 

My Angelica too (my charmer's name) 

Had gone to France, awhile, to quell her flame. 

XXIII. 

These continental trips I much applaud : 
When wayward wives or creditors assail us, 

How sweet to join the herds that go abroad, 
No friend at home to solace or to bail us ! 

There broken hearts, and characters not few, 

Are soon repaired and made as good as new, 
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xxtv. 

Meantime an uncle died, and left me master 
Of full fire hundred sterling pounds a year : 

1 own I was surprised at this disaster, 

And would, with all my heart, have shed a tear ; 

But when the sad experiment I tried, 

I found the fountain was completely dried. 

xxv. 

This was not to my credit, I allow : 
Had I been gifted, like the other sex, 

With tears at will, they had not failed to flow ; 
But something always happens man to vex : 

If people wish for mourners when they die, 

By no means let them leave a legacy. 

XXV7. 

My Angelica now I meant to wed, 

Soon as decorum would permit the rite ; 

But information came that she was dead, 
Which gave to all my happiness a blight : 

My parents, sisters, brother wept, and all 

Fain from the grave their dear friend would recall. 
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XXVII. 

A rural " gentleman" soon after married 
My eldest sister and a thousand pounds ; 

And both to Lower Canada he carried, , 

To clear and cultivate some forest- grounds, 

And in a log house live, nine months a year 

Blocked up by frost and snow like prisoners drear. 

xxvm. 

The first espousal in a family, 

To breaking of the ice has been compared ; 
(I will not quarrel with the simile) 

And then plunge in the second and the third; 
Till all (like ducks) are fairly in the water: 
Some sink, some swim, while others sadly sputter. 

XXIX 

Upon this principle, perhaps, it was, 

And to prevent an indiscreet alliance ; 
My parents soon thought proper to propose, 

(And never reckoned on my non compliance) 
A blooming widow as my future wife, 
Whose old, rich husband just had quitted life, 



242 THR BACHELOR'S TALE. 

And left ber all his fortune and no child. 

Oar bouse she often visited ; and mother. 
Whose plans of grandeur often turned her wild. 

Had now resolved that I should wed no other : 
My kind mamma could trace in every feature 
My Angelica, " that dear, lovely creature !" 

XXXI. 

The widow also at me sat her cap : 

Your maiden ladies have no caps to set, 

And therefore cannot catch us with that trap, 
But with their ringlets weave for man a net : 

Which of these engines does most execution ; 

Admits no satisfactory solution. 

xxxn. 

The widow certainly was very pretty ; 

And, as my Angelica was no more, 
To break my parents* hearts had been a pity, 

And could not possibly my Love restore : 
I therefore to the widow went a wooing, 
But soon gave up my billing and my cooing. 
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XXXIII. 



The deep carnation of her cheek to heighten, 
And give her breath a more delicious odour ; 

The vivid lustre of her eyes to brighten, 

And teach her tongue more swift to run and louder, 

She thought a little brandy not amiss, 

Of which she gave a proof with every kiss. 

XXXIV. 

So far was this from what I deemed perfection, 
I fled from home with all a hunter's speed, 

Determined to be rid of all connection 
With one of such a loathsome fiery breed : 

No parting visit to her did I pay, 

And, without writing, stopped three months away. 

XXXV. 

On my return, I learnt, with unfeigned pleasure, 
An Irishman had won the beauty's hand ; 

My conduct had provoked her beyond measure; 
Once more a wife, she went to Blunderland : 

Instead of brandy, now she's whisky swilling 

And, with her tongue, her second husband killing. 
r2 
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XXXVI. 

My father now good counsel bade me hear : 
A friend of his in some snug borough town, 

Though but a trader, once had served as mayor, 
And, while he served, was knighted by the crown ; 

The corporation having sent express, 

By their great mayor, a loyalty address. 

xxxvu. 

This knight, the pink of modern chivalry, 
Possessed a virgin daughter, just from school, 

Whom I might marry without rivalry, 
And, if I did not, I should be a fool ; 

Upon our house her rank would shed a lustre, 

And lots of wealth, he knew, the knight could muster. 

XXXVIII 

My father, gave me, for his friend a letter, 

'And soon I stood in presence of the knight, 
Who wore a powdered wig (few show a better) 

Her Ladyship and Miss were drest in white : 
They welcomed me with smiles and sumptuous fare, 
And of my friends all tidings begged to hear. 
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XXXIX. 

The cloth removed, the knight produced a bottle, 
And begged the ladies would awhile retire, 

As he intended we should drink a pottle, 
And smoke a pipe before the parlour fire : 

The room was cleared, and thus the worthy man, 

With pipe and glass in hand, discourse began : 

XL 

•• I knew your father when I was a boy; 

Not without profit have our days been spent ; 
Wig-making his; a butcher*3 my employ; 

We've both succeeded to our hearts' content ; 
The wig that now 1 wear, your father made ; 
I bought it just before he gave up trade, 

XLI. 

" A better never graced a human skull : 

The King admired it, when he made me knight : 

Come, let us fill our glasses brimming full ; 
We'll toast His Majesty with all our might: 

Come boy, enjoy yourself; the girl's your own ; 

No knight in England boasts a finer one. 
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XUI. 

* She's been at school at Bath these seven years, 
And learnt each thing that's pretty and polite ; 

Her Ladyship with frantic rapture hears 

Her daughter talk and sing and plays recite ; 

And, when she takes her music, such a jig 

I dance with wife, as oft dismounts my wig. 

XLHI. 

" Twas very different in my early days : 
I had no learning, no ! nor had my wife, 

Nor money either ; and these well-bred ways 
Of spending time, we took up late in life : 

Time was her Ladyship would darn my hose, 

Wash up my linen and repair my clothes. 

XLIV. 

•' Miss Arabella now would faint if she, 
Tricked out in flounces, furbelows and lace, 

Were asked to wash the cups up after tea ; 
She scarcely wets her hands to wash her face : 

To make a pie or pudding she's unable, 

And never sees one till it's brought to table. 
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** My daughter, therefore, Sir, is thorough-bred ; 

I'm sure she'll make a most accomplished wife ; 
She has a world of learning in her head, 

And you will lead with her a charming life, 
For you're a scholar too ; I wish you joy : 
Come, fill a bumper to the girl, my boy !" 



Some days I tarried with my titled host, 

And spent some pleasant moments with his child, 

Whose brains to London, Paris, oft rode post, 

And seemed for balls, plays, masquerades quite wild : 

She wondered Pa no coach had ever bought, 

Nor of a house in Town had ever thought. 

xlvh. 

All this, I own, had been most entertaining 
Had I been Prince Eugene, or only Duke; 

But ladies' fancies there is no restraining, 
And of this nonsense little heed I took ; 

But soon my new connubial dream was o'er, 

For news arrived my father was no more. 
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XLXVIU. 

Dear man ! he left a very splendid will, 
With thousands and ten thousands studded o'er ; 

But, as we boasted no alchymic skill, 

We found ourselves, in truth, extremely poor : 

His mortgages and bonds we scarce could pay, 

And all our prospects in dire ruin lay. 

xux. 

Our stately mansion we, at once, resigned ; 

I bought the cottage where we now reside ; 
My mother, sisters, self, I there consigned, 

Where we were glad our 'mini&hed heads to hide: 
Of my good friend's five hundred pounds a year; 
For wife or child 1 nothing had to spare. 



My " gentlemanly" brother, I should state. 
Had been apprenticed to the law profession ; 

His service being ended, cruel Fate 
Had not a pound left in the boy's possession : 

He therefore also sought my purse's aid, 

And I, to bring him out, a round sum paid. 
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LI. 

A widow and three children now were mine ; 

J did not wish my family augmented; 
For Arabella 'twas in vain to pine, 

And she without me learned to live contented : 
The knight soon after thought it fit to come, 
And beg to take my youngest sister home. 

LXI. 

To this request arose no opposition ; 

We knew that he would treat her like his own ; 
And, had he placed the rest in his petition, 

I in his way no obstacle had thrown ; 
But other matters soon engaged my mind, 
And of my tale the cream is yet behind. 

lui. 

My Angelica (dear departed shade !) 

Returned from France, as blithe and fair as May, 
A real, substantial, kind and faithful maid ; 

As much so as before she went away ; 
The rumour of her death was all invention, 
Framed with some diabolical intention. 
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LIV. 

She long had ceased to write me, it is true ; 

The reason was, from me she'd ceased to hear ; 
But, when our family distress she knew, 

Once more at home she hastened to appear : 
Her services to all my friends were tendered. 
And benefits to all she quickly rendered. 

LV. 

She off my hands another sister took ; 

So that, by this time, I had only one ; 
To future bliss I then began to look, 

And of my brightest day thought this the dawn : 
My early love was lighted up anew, 
And on the wings of Hope my moments flew. 

LVI. 

Some years thus passed ; at length my mother died ; 

My sister (Angelica's ward) was married ; 
I now resolved, at once to take my bride, 

But this new plan unhappily miscarried : 
Soon was I made a prisoner for life, 
And doomed to live and die without a wife. 
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LV 1 1 . 

My sister came from Canada, post haste, 

In widow's weeds, with pretty children seven ; 

Her husband's schemes had failed, and, sore distress 
His sorrowing 3onl had winged its flight to heaven : 

Thus by three widows was my patience tried ; 

I grew so mad, I really could have cried. 

LVIII. 

But cries of mine were little needed here ; 

The cries of seven children were a plenty, 
And my own voice 1 could not always hear ; 

More noise I think was never made by twenty ; 
Thus I remained without a husband's name, 
A nd my sweet cot a rookery became. 

LIX. 

Of Angelica now I dreamt no more, 

Nor Arabella, nor a nymph beside : 
The ladies to my fate resigned me o'er : 

Sure never did such woes a man betide ! 
My sisters took the empire's reins in hand, 
And I was subject to their joint command. 
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LX. 

The widow made me tutor to her boys : 

I've taught them all to dance and read and write ; 

I've filled the house with Dutch and English toys ; 
For this I make a ship, and that a kite, 

And walk them out an hour or two a day, 

Lest they, if left alone, should run away. 

LXI. 

Of this, I fear, there's very little danger ; 

And not less safe appear their aunt and mother, 
Whose charms have not induced a single stranger 

To run away with either one or other : 
Were wives as constant to their lords, but few 
Their flight from borne would then have cause to rue. 

ixn. 

I've little more to tell ; I eat and drink, 
And go to bed and rise, and read the news ; 

Of Angelica now and then I think, 

Who sometimes calls the children to amuse : 

I gaze on her as Lucifer on heaven, 

From which, by wrath divine, his hopes are riven ! 



A 
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HOW TO CHOOSE A WIFE ! 



To teach frail man the all-important art 
Of wisely choosing his fair counterpart, 
I grasp my quill: — dear Hymen, lend a light,. 
Trim thy old torch, and hold it whilst I write ; 
Then blushing bachelors shall take thy yoke, 
And maidens laugh delighted at the joke ! 

Friend, ere your hand you finally engage, 
Pray do not fail to find the lady's age. 
A horse's years may by his teeth be known ; 
By other proofs a woman's must be shown. 
Ask her the question, gravely she'll declare 
(Though fifty) she is in her nineteenth year ; 
Consult the parish register at once, 
And leave not this momentous point to chance. 
Trust not her face, her teeth, her glossy hair, 
From these not often will the truth appear : 
The damask rose that on her cheek is blowing, 
May to the magic power of paint be owing ; 
The rows of pearls within her lips espied, 
A dentist's kindness has, perchance, supplied ; 
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Though like a lion's mane her tresses fall, 
A peruke maker may have furnished all. 
Should some old tempter in this young disguise. 
Which might deceive old Argus' hundred eyes, 
Once make you captive, you have no redress ; 
The law forsakes you in this dire distress ; 
You cannot punish her for false pretences. 
Although she quite bereaves you of your senses. 

The young should not, to win a mine of gold, 
Take to their arms the wrinkled and the old ; 
Nor should the old wed maidens in their teens, 
Though bright as Venus and as rich as queens : 
No sympathy can dwell in such odd souls', 
More than betwixt the magnet's different poles. 

I would not have you choose one very tall, 
44 Like the main-mast of some great admiral ;" 
One very short would prove as much amiss; — 
I doubt if either would augment your bliss. 
Stilts you'd require the first abroad to lead ; 
To take your arm the second stilts would need. 
The tall one would her pigmy lord deride ; 
The short one would upbraid your giant stride ; 
The tall are proud, the short more proud, I fear, 
On tiptoe walk, their noses high in air : 
Avoid extremes ; the golden medium choose, 
And wear with joy the matrimonial noose. 
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If for a handsome face you chance to sigh, 
A graceful figure and a sparkling eye, 
Examine well the lovely objects mind ; 
And if in that you equal beauty find, 
Run to the goldsmith and the ring procure. 
Set the bells ringing and your bride secure : 
But, if deformity lurks in her breast, 
Resign her charms ; take not the varnished pest. 
Who in his bosom would a tulip place, 
Enamoured of its mere external grace > 

choose the moss-rose, modest, blooming, sweet, 
With loveliness and fragrance both replete. 

Some knowledge in a woman you'll require, 
But not enough to set the Thames on fire. 
In Mathematics, Latin, Greek, Astronomy, 
Mechanics or Political Economy, 
You need not ask if she is quite proficient, 
And might forgive her should she prove deficient. 
A sweet companion many a one may prove, 
Although she cannot name the stars above ; 
And may compound a hare or beefsteak pie, 
Although a perfect dunce in Chemistry. 
A taste for letters may become her well, 
And make her fit with rationals to dwell ; 
But if they're made the business of her life, 

1 should not recommend her as a wife. 



256 HOW TO CHOOSE A WIFE. 

A nervous, sentimental, whining lass 
Is such a one as you may well let pass ; 
A gust of wind with agony would fill her, 
To meet a strolling mouse would surely kill her ; 
If present evils haunted not her mind, 
Wrapt in the future she would others find ; 
Her woful tones would on your ear be falling. 
Like those of some sad bell at funerals tolling. 

A wrangling shrew, what mortal man could bear? 
Her^voice how very terrible to hear ! 
Within a clacking mill go seek repose ! 
There you in peace your eyes might sometimes close ; 
Go seek for quiet in the battle-field ! 
Ev'n War some respite from alarm might yield ; 
Go where the tempest goads the bellowing main ! 
Peace to your soul ev'n there you might obtain ; 
But female thunder ever, ever rolling, 
-Is, of all earthly things, the most appalling. 

Choose not a woman richer than yourself, 
You'll pay too dearly for her paltry pelf; 
To her in all things yon must fain submit ; 
She'll call you beggar in each angry fit ; 
Declare you owe to her the bread you eat, 
And trample you, poor worm ! beneath her feet. 

One poorer than yourself as bad may prove ; 
For interest she may wed, and not for love ; 
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Her sudden luck her giddy brain may turn, 
And all her heart for pomp and pleasure burn ; 
Beyond all bounds she'll revel, spend and dress, 
And quite distract you with her wild excess. 
No sober man a tippling wife would take ; 
Better, at once, bring home a rattlesnake ; 
An honest, hapless man once had the former, 
And all his efforts never could reform her ; 
She drank from morn till night, his money flew ; 
Disease assailed her, near the grave she drew ; 
But all her cry was " Brandy ! brandy ! " still. 
Nor could her husband curb her headlong will. 
So frequent the demand, at length he got 
An anker of it to her bedside brought ; 
The terrible contents she freely plied ; 
Incessantly she drank, and, drinking, died ! 

In fine, if you would lead a happy life, 
Choose like a man of sense your future wife : 
One well-informed, kind, modest and polite, 
Good -humoured, trim ; in person not a fright ; 
Well-dressed, not flaunting ; not to scandal prone ; 
Alert and useful, not a lazy drone ; 
One who in social chat can use her breath, 
But not, with nonsense, talk a horse to death. 
Her mind and person carefully survey, 
Before you give your heart and hand away ; 
s 
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A single oversight your bliss may mar, 

And make your anion one perpetual jar. 

Seek not an angel, — none inhabit earth, 

Bat seek a woman of undoubted worth ; 

And when, at length, you win the golden prize, 

Return the poet thanks for his advice. 
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THE PLAGUE OF LETTERS. 



Much has been said extolling letter- writing ; 

I view it in a very different light, 
And wish there were an end to all inditing ; 

The postman always sets me in a fright ; # 
And every time he calls, howe'er unwilling, 
My pocket I must rummage for a shilling. 

h. 

This may be more than the contents are worth : 
A cat within a bag pray who would buy ? 

For, should a wild one afterwards step forth, 
Perhaps she'd fix her talons in your eye : 

The letter, too, which looks so fair and civil, 

May ki its bosom hold the very devil. 
s 2 
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But, having got it, you inspect it well, 
The hand, the colour of the wax, the seal ; 

Upon the postmark tremblingly you dwell ; 
The paper's edge may something more reveal : 

Nor could you greater circumspection show, 

If it enclosed Pandora's box of woe. 

IV. 

Fear not, my friend ! read, read the mystic scroll : 
Life, death, joy, sorrow, what does it contain ? 

To hold a crocodile 'tis much too small ; 
A bank-post bill you possibly may gain : 

You break the seal ; your soul is in your eye ; 

You read, you pant, and through the sheet you fly. 



Now, reader ! take your spectacles and read : 
" Your favours, Sir, I never shall forget ; 

For their continuance I humbly plead ; 
My heart to serve you well is fully set : 

Fashions from Paris I've a prime assortment ; 

They'll add a brilliance to the whole deportment. 
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"At my low prices all are struck with wonder ; 

Coats, waistcoats, pantaloons, the very best, 
I render at prime cost and greatly under ; 

The honour of your custom, I protest, 
Is all I covet ;— pay me when you like : 
From payments prompt full ten per cent. I strike ! ' 

VII. 

Well, this may pass ; I own it's quite polite : 
Some six months after comes a lawyer's letter : 

" Sir, Mr. Stitch, the tailor, bids me write, 
Who says for fifty pounds you stand his debtor ; 

And if to pay it you to-morrow fail, 

You'll be arrested and packed off to gaol." 

VIII. 

Another writes, who hears of your distress : 
" You know that I am your sincerest friend : 

Learn to be frugal ; let your wife spend less ; 
I hope you'll live your errors to amend : 

I'd help you with a trifle ; but I've bought 

A house and park, which swallow all I've got." 
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IX. 

Money's the test of friendship : — if you're bold, 
You may, in all things else, with most succeed ; 

Their souls, perhaps, they'd spare, — but not their gold ; 
T*hey turn their backs the moment you're in need : 

But, for these counterfeits, some make amends, 

And share their only guinea with- their friends. 



A packet next arrives from some relation : 

44 Dear Cousin, I'm distressed and want to borrow 

Three hundred pounds to get a situation : 
To be thus troublesome I feel much sorrow ; 

But, knowing you are bounteous, I am sure 

You'll freely lend me that small sum, or more." 

XI. 

Another writes : " I'm shocked at your assurance ! 

Dare you aspire to my fair daughter's hand ? 
Sir, your addresses are beyond endurance ; 

That you henceforth desist, is my command : 
Your fortune's small, your expectations few ; 
An oyster-girl were good enough for you ! " 
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Then comes a lady : •* Sir ! I never thought 
To be thus slighted, after all your vows ; 

You love another ; I am quite forgot ; 

Go, traitor, go ! and take your darling spouse : 

"With her in Fashion's circle go and shine, 

While I, unseen, unheard, am left to pine." 

XIII. 

Suppose you're married, and a journey taking, 
Leaving your wife and children ten at home ; 

A letter comes, your fondest hopes awaking, 
When all are blighted by this awful doom : 

" A fire last night destroyed your house, your wife, 

And eldest child ; the rest escaped with life." 

XIV. 

Of stuff like this most letters are compounded ; 

Nine times in ten you'll meet with nothing better ; 
Instead of pleasing news, you get astounded 

By some new horror coiled up in each letter ; 
And people rarely task themselves with writing, 
But with the view of begging or affrighting. 
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To grant a favour they will never write : 

A friend of mine once wrote some neighbouring Earls, 
To ask subscriptions for his book, poor wight ! 

As well might he have begged their ladies' pearls ; 
For neither of those noble, well-bred men, 
To write an answer, ever soiled his pen. 

XVI. 

I would not quarrel with the quill's black art, 

If only exercised to make one blest, 
A friend's bank notes or lady's love impart, 

A royal pension or a fat bequest ; 
But now 'tis constant railing, pocket draining, 
Tormenting, frighting, whining and complaining. 
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THE OCEAN FIEND. 



A British tar was to the mast-head sent ; 

The storm was at its height, the main was rolling ; 
A pitchy darkness veiled the firmament ; 

Bat, though to landsmen these things are appalling, 
A seaman from such trifles scorns to run, 
But meets them as he would a Frenchman's gun. 

ii. 

Jack up the mast ascended like a squirrel, 
Or like an air balloon, so light was he ; 

Borne up by grog, not gas, he feared no peril, 
But in his flight he whistled out a glee, 

And thought of Poll of Plymouth, and how soon 

He should with her commence his honeymoon. 
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ni. 

How swiftly are the happiest dreams dispelled ! 

When he had nearly reached his journey's end, 
An awful voice at bay our hero held, 

Loud, shrill, and like the accents of a fiend : 
His agitation he could scarcely smother 
As this salute he heard : " It blows hard, brother ! " 

IV. 

Jack stood aghast and from the sound recoiled ; 

No brotherhood with fiends would he admit : 
He, for the first time in his life, was foiled, 

And scrupled not his horrid post to quit : 
To his new friend he therefore bade adieu, 
And, in a second, to the deck he flew. 

v. 

If of the cordage he had lost his hold, 

And, like a falling star, come headlong down, 

(And this had nearly proved the case, I'm told) 
He, through the air, so swiftly had not flown : 

The power of gravitation he outfled, 

And reached the deck alive, with fright half dead. 
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VI. 

Our hero never since his birth had turned 

His back upon the muzzle of a gun ; 
And shot red-hot he manfully had spurned ; 

A battle was to him most glorious fun : 
But who upon the main-top would abide, 
If the arch-fiend were roaring at his side ? 

VII. 

Around the hero gathered all the crew, 

To ascertain the cause of his descent ; 
And, when the horrible affair they knew, 

Loud peals of laughter round the circle went ; 
They jested on him like a set of Turks, 
And swore the wind had cracked his upper works. 

vm. 

One, bolder than the rest, stepped forward now : 
" Give me a double charge of grog and I 

To the mast-head right merrily will go, 

And face the foe that made Jack Lightfoot fly : 

If I don't bring him down, alive or dead, 

I'll give you leave to shoot away my head." 
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He mounts — he mounts ! and gains the post assigned ; 

One dreadful gust of wind succeeds another ; 
But this our second hero does not mind : 

At length the d readful voice : " It blows hard, brother ! ' ' 
Falls like a thunder-clap upon his ear, 
And to the deck he flies, o'er whelmed with fear. 

x. 

The matter now excited consternation 
Ev'n in the bravest of th' intrepid men ; 

And soon was held a serious consultation 
As to the cause : not one would mount again : 

A thousand lashes each would rather take 

Than this excursion to the topmast make. 

XI. 

But one, at length, found courage to propose, 

That, for the honour of the service, he 
Would try to take the demon by the nose, 

If some besides would bear him company : 
The offer was received with acclamations, 
And grog was served about in treble rations. 
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XII. 

They mount— they mount! and soon the masthead gain, 
The gallant men encouraging each other ; . 

While raves the wind and beats on them the rain: 
At length is heard the voice : " Itblows hard, brother !" 

One half the party stood, at this, aghast ; 

The foremost made a grasp and seized — the mast ! 

XIII. 

This was not what he wanted, but it was 
The only solid thing that he could find ; 

And sad misgivings in all minds arose ; 

All wished to run and leave the fiend behind ; 

When something happened which their flight retarded, 

And for their pains the veterans rewarded. 

XIV. 

Into the leader's bosom crept a being 

(Does not your flesh, dear Madam, creep with fear ?) 
Which the night's darkness hindered him from seeing, 

But Jack his jacket closed and kept it there : 
With three huzzas for victory all descended, 
And on the deck the whole ship's crew attended. 
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The captain to his cabin bade them come, 
That on the captive he might set his eyes ; 

And told them they should never lack good rum, 
Provided they had made a handsome prize. 

The apparition comes I Jack turns it out : 

" The Captain's Parrot ! " all, astonished, shout. 

xvi. 

This waggish rascal had that day departed ; 

That he was gone on duty no one knew ; 
All thought that from the ship he had deserted, 

Which much chagrined the captain and the crew ; 
But now with joy they loudly greet each other, 
And Poll once more exclaims : " It blows hard, brother !" 
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TOWN AND COUNTRY, 



i. 

Ah ! who that knows the difference between 

A town and country life, would choose the latter ; 

To live secluded in a sylvan scene, 

And lose the city's fascinating clatter ? 

Who on the borders of a lake would stay, 

If in his reach the rushing ocean lay ? 

ii. 
O ! what are emerald lawns and humming bees. 

Gales fraught with incense, aromatic flowers ; 
A thousand concerts heard amidst the trees,. 

Romantic grots and honeysuckle bowers ? 
Pomona, Flora, Dian here may stay, 
But to the city let me bend my way. 
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III. 

There avenues of brick their length extend ; 

Beneath your feet are smooth stones, not rough gravel ; 
While omnibuses their assistance lend, 

If with more comfort you're disposed to travel ; 
And, if perfumes and music you require, 
You'll get as much as mortal can desire. 

IV. 

Is there no fragrance in the tanner's art ? 

And does not gas a rich perfume exhale ? 
Does not the tallow-chandler sweets impart ? 

And O ! how sweet the smell of fish when stale ! 
The juniper's rich juice, too, as you pass, 
Salutes your nose and bids you take a glass. 

v. 

But all a city's sweets 'twere long to tell, 

And there's no need ; most men are blest with noses ; 
And, if they only choose to use them well, 

They oft may fragrance scent where bloom no roses ; 
Let those who never saw a city doubt it ; 
We who have lived there know full well about it. 
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VI. 

And Music, heavenly maid, lives there in clover ; 

Her train of worshippers is quite immense, 
Who trip the listening town and suburbs over ; 

Against whose charms there's really no defence : 
Throughout the day, and aye the live-long night, 
They steep the thrilling senses in delight. 

VII. 

With songs of " Milk ! " and " Glorious News ! " 
entrancing, 
Like country larks they herald in the day ; 
•• Fresh Mackerel ! " " Cat's Meat ! " prove the hours 
advancing ; 
In quick succession follows each sweet lay : 
" Last dying Speeches !" " Dust I" and " Mutton Pies !" 
By turns regale your ears, your nose, your eyes. 

VIII. 

Then dancing bears and monkeys may you view, 

And singers, fiddlers, organists appear ; 
Who scrape and squall and grind old tunes anew, 

To gratify the citizen's chaste ear : 
Germans, Italians, French and Dutch perform, 
And all your wildered senses take by storm. 
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lz. 

Then there's that merry couple, Punch and Joan, 
With half a thousand gathered round about them ; 

Whose shouts proclaim how much they prize the fun, 
Till fierce policemen pounce upon and rout them ; 

When hooting, shrieking, all the crowd give way, 

And leave the luckless pair to sharks a prey. 



And just at twelve o ©lock and four, each day, 

A hundred different schools pour out their scholars, 

Whose headlong torrent bears all else away ; 
And rarely will j r ou meet with better bawlers : 

Their tongues tied up the last three hours in school, 

Their clappers now no longer can they rule. 

XL. 

And hark ! a thousand bells at once are pealing, 
For marriages and funerals and prayers ; 

And, if for music you have taste or feeling, 
O ! stop and satisfy your itching ears ; 

And twelve hours after, when you get to bed, 

You'll have a precious chorus in your head. 
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XII. 

Now, in the country what can match such noise ? 

Not all your hogs and bulls and rooks and ganders, 
The milkmaid's carols, nor the shepherd's voice, 

The cascade's dash, nor murmuring stream's 
meanders ; 
Nor love- sick donkeys, who, their sweethearts viewing, 
In brays melodious carry on their wooing. 



At night, the country's almost wrapt in peace ; 

The town 's hilarity no respite knows ; 
There sounds enlivening never, never cease, 

From day's decline until the soot- boy crows ; 
There may the city nightingale (sweet bird !) 
In shape a watchman, every hour be heard ; 

XIV. 

And coaches o'er the streets, with constant rumbling, 

And drunken brawls, and wandering damsels' screams, 
And cries of " Fire !" and " Murder !" while, quick 
tumbling, 
You start aghast from sleep and pleasant dreams ; 
And, jumping out of bed, the window gain, 
And a smart cough rewards you for your pain. 
t2 
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xv. 

On your return, perchance no more you'll sleep, 
Although the street awhile be free from riot; 

And, while you thus unwilling vigils keep, 

In your own nest you scarce can lie down quiet ; 

But suffer many a bold and sharp attack 

From nimble foes in ambush at jour back. 

XVI. 

And, ever and anon, fh quest of prey, 

A troop of scratching, squeaking mice and rats 
Within your dormitory force their way, 

Despite of all the vigilance of cats : 
Some eat your savoury candle end from end, 
While others, by the posts, your bed ascend. 

xvn. 

Then, as the game laws do not interfere 
With fine, imprisonment, or transportation, 

For killing rats, as if you killed a hare, 
You quit your bed without deliberation ; 

And, like a huntsman, shout with all your might, 

And give the villains chase for half the night. 
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XVHI. 

Once more in bed, you get a serenade 

From twenty cats in council in the street, 

Discussing questions in their way of trade, 
In stirring tones, if not surpassing sweet : 

You seem to hear the screams of infants dying * 

Mixed with their frantic mothers' bitter crying. 

xix. 

Warm lodgings in the town you*re sure to get, 
Where human beings swarm in hives like bees ; 

Three in a bed in summer there they sweat, 
And in mid-winter scarcely can they freeze : 

When folks can have such comfortable quarters, 

Who from the town would ever turn deserters ? 

xx. 

Of sun and moon and stars in poet's lay 

The citizen, perchance, has something read ; 

Or in a treatise of astronomy, 
If to such studies he is ever led ; 

But in the heavens those glorious orbs to see, 

He never had an opportunity. 
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XXI. 

The multitude, in darkness reared, like moles r 

Of their existence cannot be aware ; 
The sooty awning which above them rolls 

Protects them from Apollo's painful glare : 
Their suns are gas lamps beaming overhead 
When Nature's sun has sunk in Ocean's bed. 

XXII. 

How pleasant are the" ways within a town. 

With stone-built bowers arranged on either side ; 
Where you may enter, and at ease sit down, 

And smoke a pipe and take a glass beside : 
Tobacco fumes and news and songs surround you, 

While fiddling, dancing, swearing, quite confound you. 

i 

XXIII. 

A chapel, or a meeting-house, next door, 
Contrasts but oddly with these noisy revels; 

The man, no doubt as mad was given o'er 

Who placed the gate of heaven so near the devil's ; 

And, just beyond, another house you enter, 

Where soul and body on a die they venture. 
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A fruit shop's next, the garden of the town ; 

The only garden you will ever find ; 
Where apples, peaches, pears, around are strown ; 

Fruits from all countries and of every kind : 
Grapes, nectarines, plums, all really worth the sucking, 
Without the toil of rearing or of plucking. 

XXV. 

Ask not to see the trees on which they grew, 

Nor the bright blossoms which their boughs displayed, 

Nor the sweet choiristers which round them flew, 
In all the rainbow's vivid hues arrayed ; 

And, should the fruit prove either stale or rotten, 

One comfort's left ; no better can be gotten. 

xxvi. 

A gin-shop and a hospital survey, 

Placed side by side, companions ever dear ; 

Their fronts a justice-hall and gaol display ; 

A church and church-yard bringing up the rear : 

The three professions here are on full pay ; 

Priests, doctors, lawyers live right merrily. 
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xxvil. 
The city has its banks, as well as bowers : 

Not banks, indeed, where thyme and violets blow ; 
Here paper posie§ bloom (celestial flowers !) 

And, in rich clusters, yellow sovereigns grow ; 
But, as in the Heaperides of old. 
Keen dragons ever guard those fruits of gold. 



Sjfee palaces and poor-houses and hovels ; 

Madhouses, concert rooms, dark alleys, squares : 
Like motley scenes in modern plays or novels, 

dome raise your wonder, others draw your tears ; 
Here all that's gay or wretched, rich or mean, 
Splendid or loathsome, may at once be seen. 

XXIX. 

Exempt from that dire malady, old age, 
The city's sons and daughters, in their prime, 

Pale and gray-haired, like spectres, cross the stage, 
Where Woe and Pleasure wield the scythe, of Time ; 

But in the grave they have not long to stay ; 

By resurrection men they're borne away. 
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XXX. 



Thieves, harlots, beggars all your walks belay ; 

And, if no tiles should fall and cleave you* skull; 
No carriage knock you down upon tfee way ; 

No butcher's ox attack you, er no bull ; 
At least, when -you get fyome, you'll have the pleasure 
To miss your watch, your purse, and all its treasure. 

XXXI. ^ 

Sun, moon and stars, and rosy nymphs, adieu ! 

Adieu, ye linnets, cuckoos and ye thrushes ; 
Ye flowers and fruits embalmed in early dew ; 

Ye straw-roofed cots, ye groves, green fields and 
bushes ; 
For who, except a hedgehog or a clown, 
Would choose the country and forsake the town ? 
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THE MISERIES OF CHRISTMAS. 



Christmas is come, nor can the Muse forbear 
At this sad season, just to drop a tear. 
Mourn, Nature ! mourn o'er all the various woes, 
Which follow in its train like chilling snows. 
Ye cattle mourn ! for you I heave the sigh, 
Your sanguinary fate, alas ! is nigh. 
Beguiled by man, prone ever to deceive, 
Your' flowery pastures heedlessly you leave, 
With him to visit the alluring town, 
Where, like a murderer, he knocks you down. 
Whole hecatombs expire at his command, 
And your life's blood now deluges the land: 
Hanged, drawn, and quartered, like a traitor crew, 
Wheree'er I turn, your precious limbs I view. 

Ye feathered tenants of the rich farm yard, 
Against man's cruel machinations guard ! 
Geese, ducks and turkeys, cocks and hens and chicken, 
That foe carnivorous marks your bones for picking 1 
To the dread block your pretty necks he brings ; 
Then, without heads, you spread your gaudy wings, 
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Fly round and round, in frightful agony, 
Drop to the earth and bleeding, fluttering, die. 

Ye freeborn birds of air, your fate how dire I 
Pursued by man and his vile engine's fire, 
Which your bright pinions breaks, your plumage mars ; 
Nor are you safe, though distant as the stars. 

And thou, poor puss ! by man, guns, dogs, beset, 
And oft trepanned within the guileful net; 
Though swift of foot, thy race will soon be o'er ; 
To thy green covert thou'lt retreat no more ; 
Thy little ones, expecting thy return, 
A tender parent's death too soon will mourn ; 
Thy grave a pie-dish, overspread with paste, 
Which cruel sportsmen will delight to taste. 

To thee, O man ! at length my view I turn, 
For chiefly thou should st o'er the season mourn. 
A host of tradesmen, all demanding payment, 
For last yeaVs meat and drink and fire and raiment, 
Surround your house and will not be denied, 
Nor without money can you stem the tide. 
Buckram, the tailor, fires the first salute : 
Longer to wait will not his purpose suit. 
The butcher eyes you with a dreadful frown, 
And, like an ox, he fain would knock you down ; 
The* baker prays you'll pay him what you owe ; 
He needs your cash, who kneaded long your dough ; 
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The man who brewed your beer now brew3 a storm ; 
With anger this, as that with malt, made warm ; 
The vintner's visage sour as grapes appears, 
Soon as your lame apologies he hears ; 
The surgeon, who your vital blood once drew, 
Comes with his bill to lance your pockets too ; 
And Crispin swears no more his awls he'll ply, 
To furnish soles for all your family. 

But Christmas is replete with other ills 
Than those of smothering man with tradesmen's bills . 
Within your house whole bales of merchandise, 
Soap, tea-chests, candles, sugar-loaves and spice, 
Figs, currants, coals, aloud for lodgings call ; 
Your meat would stock a first-rate butcher's stall ; 
Wine, ale and spirits also claim a place, 
And in your cellar leave no empty space. 
A warehouse quite your dwelling-house is made, 
And looks as if you meant to set up trade ; 
Or if, with such a stock of drink and meat, 
You'd signed a contract to supply the fleet. 
Do make your friends for all these goods to pay ; 
'Twere better far than giving them away. 
But all who know you now invade your house, 
From ten miles round, and at your cost carouse ; 
From morn till morn your kitchen fire is blazing, 
And joints of meat, for fat and size amazing, 
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Are roasting, baking, boiling, night and day, 

Whose odour may be smelt a mile away. 

Your favourite wines your cellar quit by dozens, 

And mellow make your friends and country cousins ; 

See bags of flour transformed to ponderous cakes, 

While rice the form of luscious puddings takes : 

The public mint the cost would scarcely free 

Of all who come to dinner and to tea. 

Your loaded tables groan ; but you groan more, 

And stamp and fret, and wish the Christmas o'er ; 

Lament to see how fast your guineas fly ; 

To your arithmetic once more apply ; 

Discover, since a boy you came from school, 

You've quite forgot addition's useful rule ; 

That in subtraction only you excel, 

Which daily practice makes you work full well. 

When all your own domestic feasting ends, 
Forth you must wade to visit all your friends, 
Both far and near, through mire or drifted snow : 
To Greenland you, perhaps, as well might go, 
For all the pleasure you expect to get, 
While your back bends beneath a load of debt. 
Again you feed on dishes without number; 
Your stomach grows impatient of such lumber, 
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And chooses to be sick : you're put to bed ; 

The Doctor's called; you're physicked and you're bled. 

At dead of night, through weather bleak and bitter, 

You travel home upon a wretched litter ; 

A month in bed perhaps effects your cure, 

And then (O blessed news !) is Christmas o'er. 

One New Year's day Frank Hearty's board displayed 
A prime repast, in smoking order laid ; 
The fare was tempting and the room was spacious ; 
All appetites were keen, if not voracious. 
The fire and candles made a glorious blaze, 
And mirrors round reflected each bright face. 
Male, female, young and old, at table sat, 
And, 'twixt each mouthful, held a lively chat. 
Wines of all hue3 were on the sideboard placed, 
Of age mature and luscious to the taste ; 
And liveried footmen stood in order round, 
With powdered polls and reverence profound. 
Hark ! a dread knocking at the door is heard ; 
Our hero start? ; the banqueters are scared ; 
A bailiff inters, with terrific mien ; 
A dozen catchpolls form his hateful .train ; 
Who straight produce a writ of fieri facias. 
To seize the goods of Frank (O act ungracious !) 
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The debt five hundred pounds, and, if not paid, 
His furniture to pound must be conveyed. 
From every hand the lifted morsels fall, 
And Consternation paralyses all : 
Medusa's head beholders turned to stone ; 
Our good King's Writ now petrifies eacfi one. 
An ancient, trusty friend Frank calls aside, 
And says : " I'm sure I shall not be denied ; 
Pray lend me, for the night, five hundred pounds, 
That I may send away those cursed hounds !" 

" My dearest Frank, you know that I'm your friend, 
And twice that sum I would, with pleasure, lend ; 
But all my money is at interest lying ; 
I could not raise a pound if you were dying." 

On this our hero beckons to the door 
Another friend, his kindness to implore : 
" Five hundred pounds, dear Jack, I want to borrow ;" 
84 Dear Frank, this business fills my heart with sorrow ; 
A thousand pounds this week I'm bound to pay, 
Which all my ready cash will drain away k" 
To every guest, at length, Frank states bis case, 
And all are grieved <o hear of his distress ; 
But, midst the canting crew, not one is fovnd 
To lend the wretched man a single pound. 
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Meantime the tigers pounce upon their prey, 
And all the guests, like reptiles, crawl away : 
The rooms are cleared ; the* trembling servants fly ; 
Frank's wife and children round him faint or cry ; 
To humble lodgings all, are forced to go, 
To weep their follies past and present woe. 

If Christmas thus his staunchest friends requite, 
All must needs tremble at his very sight. 



W. BYERJS, Printer to his Majesty. Devonport. 
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